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PREFACE. 



I HAVE translated Henri Perreyve's " Journde des 
Malades " at the earnest request of one who owes 
the book a debt of gratitude, which it seemed to 
him he might in part repay by passing on to others 
the consolation he had himself found in its com- 
panionship during a long and painful illness. 

The book needs no comment of mine. "All 
that is written here, was suffered before it was 
written," Henri Perreyve says in offering us this 
surstim corda of a Christian on the Cross. This is 
what constitutes its power, and explains the ex- 
traordinary grace and strength of consolation 
which so many find in its pages. It is a record of 
personal experience, and the outcome of a life 
which combined with singular perfccWow >i\\^ >Oc\x^^ 
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services — working, waiting, and suffering. It is 
not merely a message full of the unction of resigna- 
tion to those stricken with actual illness ; it is a 
lesson full of encouragement to many besides. 

Those who are not already acquainted with 
Henri Perreyve will, I hope, be interested in the 
short sketch * of his life which I have prefixed to 
the translation of the "Journee des Malades." It 
was a pure and faithful life, fruitful in beautiful 
works, although it was so short : but its chief 
mission seems to me to have been to live this book ; 
to show how it IS possible for the will, when stimu- 
lated by faith and love, to lift the body above weak 
and suffering nature, and to rise, in spite of chronic 
ill health, to the generous and persevering effort of 
regular work. I trust and believe that this legacy 
of Henri Perreyve's, which is here presented to 
his English fellow-sufferers, will prove a solace to 
many of them, and cheer some of those hours that 
hang so heavily in a sick-room. 

This sketch originally appeared in the **Ave Maria" of Indiana* 
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HENRI PERREYVE. 



There is nothing so wonderful as the variety of God's 
works in nature, unless it be the diversity of His likeness 
in souls. Sanctity, while it faithfully adheres to the 
essential lines of the Divine Model, reveals itself by 
characteristics as distinctive and manifold as the features 
of the human face, or the leaves of the forest ; and just 
as star differeth from star in brightness, without the 
variety of their splendour disturbing the music of the 
spheres, or as one voice in a well-ordered choir will rise 
iti sweet predominance above the rest without marring 
the harmony of the whole, so does one conspicuous 
virtue, one divine characteristic, strike as it were the key- 
note of the soul where all are singing in unison. The 
key-note of Henri Perreyve's soul was his love of beauty. 
It drew him to God like a magnet ; to that Beauty, ever 
ancient and ever new, of which he would seem to have 
been bom enamoured. On the day ot Yiv& Yvt^X. Cws\r 
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munion it revealed itself to his young heart with the 
clearness of a vision, enshrining itself in his soul for ever 
after, to the exclusion of all earthly loves. On that 
memorable morning, kneeling on the red y^Yw^t prie-dieu 
in the old church of St. Sulpice, Henri heard the voice 
of the Beautiful One calling him to His service, and he 
answered unhesitatingly, " Lord, I come ! " But, though 
he never wavered in his allegiance to that divine call, his 
vocation was to be put to a long test before he finally 
embraced it. 

The Perreyve family were of Lyonnese origin. Henri 
was bom in Paris (April nth, 1831), but a great part of 
his childhood was spent in the old home at Lyons, where 
his grandfather continued to reside after his son had 
gone to Paris and started in the practice of the law. 
M. Perreyve, Henri's father, was a distinguished Latinist, 
as well as an able jurisconsult, and he intended his son 
to adopt the bar as a profession. Out of deference to 
the wishes of his parents, the boy followed the classes of 
the Lyc^e St Louis, and then entered on a course of law 
at home, working hard at the study of philosophy at 
the same time. Just as he reached his seventeenth 
year, the Revolution broke out (1848), and the peace- 
ful life of the young student was for a moment swept 
into the current of national excitement. Monsieur 
Perreyve, sharing the patriotic enthusiasm that moved 
the worthiest of his fellow-citizens, enrolled himself in 
rAe National Guard and went out to his duty in the 
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streets of Paris; and Henri insisted on shouldering a 
musket and accompanying him, in spite of his mother's 
fears and expostulations, He relates the result himself 
in a letter dated July 7 th, 1848 : " My father and I were 
on duty every day, and even every night, of the insurrec- 
tion, without getting a single wound. Yet it was not for 
lack of opportunities. Every moment we saw soldiers 
of the line and Gardes Mobiles falling around us. . . . 
M. Barch told me he was quite put out at coming home 
without some honourable scar ! No doubt, if one might 
guide the ball oneself, a wound after such a fight would 
be very precious. But, if we got off safe, Paris has 
suffered terribly. There was nothing to be seen last 
week but funerals. Yesterday the public ceremony took 
place. An immense altar, draped in black and silver, 
supported by high pillars and surmounted by a veiled 
cross, was erected in the Place de la Concorde. All 
the great bodies of the state, several regiments, legions 
of the National Guard, covered the vast square, and 
the deep silence and recollection were only broken by 
the muffled roll of the drums and the solemn chants of 
a large orchestra. The sun shone out magnificently; 
the day was splendid. At the elevation of the Host, the 
entire multitude knelt, the drums beat, all the bells of 
the city rang their peals; it was a sublime spectacle. 
We must admit that if our metropolis is terrible to be- 
hold in the day of its wreck, it is great axvA \ie2L>i\SS>3^ Q>cv 
the day of victory and triumph. . . , To-da^ XX\^ tocigx^ 
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of Monseigneur Affre takes place. . . . Does not God 
mean, by that awful blow, to awake our country from 
the lethargy in which she has slept so long? M. de 
Lamartine says that a nation should not regret the blood 
it sheds in order to make eternal truths blossom forth ! 
You see, I take our epoch very philosophically, thereby 
anticipating a little on the lectures I am to give next 
year. If they should see fit to refuse me the right to 
teach philosophy this year, I will always have religion — 
that better philosophy — to "fall back on." 

Meantime, he began to teach " the better philosophy " 
to a gathering of poor children in one of the worst 
quarters of Paris. A group of young men had joined 
together for the purpose of instructing these young pariahs 
in the elementary sciences, and their religious instruction 
devolved on Henri. His health, always delicate, was 
not equal to the strain this work put upon it. He burst 
a blood-vessel, and for -the next year his life was in 
danger ; all study was suspended, and he was condemned 
to practice the philosophy he had hoped to teach, thus 
graduating in the school which alone can lead to the 
highest kind of success. He was ordered to Italy, a 
banishment in which he was to find many compensations 
for the interruption of his studies. His feelings on first 
entering Rome were almost too deep for expression. 
Here he beheld strength everywhere triumphant in 
beauty, even amidst decay, the ruins of the past grander 
in their cyclopean fragments than the mightiest effort of 
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the present. " Time, time 1 it is here that one learns to 
recognize this^ terrible power," exclaims the traveller ; 
. . . "everything testifies to its resistless force, . . . 
Yet, owing to a providence, which has, no doubt, its 
philosophical reason, the efforts of the mighty enemy 
seem to have no power against the relics of the old 
Roman world ; these ruins are eternal, and cannot be 
destroyed, 

" It is because of the great lesson which they teach 
humanity. God has set them side by side with the 
radiant monuments of the true religion, in order that we 
may by constant comparison choose between what is 
dead and what lives with an imperishable life. The 
Roman world is incredible in its grandeur; it is almost 
the idea of the Infinite, which a pagan people, not being 
able to conceive as an immaterial Being, strove to em- 
body here below. One is struck by the idea of power 
and strength which prevails in the construction of public 
edifices." 

But Rome had far deeper attractions for him than 
these noble ruins, which spoke more to his imagination 
than to his soul. His heart was with his treasure, and 
that was in the sanctuary. No delight in the beauty of 
this world, of art or nature, could draw away his mind 
fi:om that first and supreme object of his life, the priest- 
hood. He had broken the matter to his father, who 
received the appeal reverently, exacting, however, that 
Henri should pass his examinations fox \Itv<i \^n^,n5\vv^ 
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would involve a year's delay. Whilst he was in Rome he 
received the news of one of his young friends, Adolphe 
Perraud,* having decided on becoming a priest, and he 
thus writes to congratulate him : — 

**I cannot remain silent. . ♦ . I must embrace you 
as a brother in Jesus Christ ; that is, with all conceivable 
tenderness. . . . Courage, blessed friend ! courage ! You 
carry our vocation in yours ! We congratulate you for 
being the first to reach the goal. We give you joy ; we 
follow you with pride ; for, again I say, your victory is 
ours, and we shall be saved with you. You may tremble, 
you may be sorrowful unto death, you may even weep 
in the solitude of your heart. It is ever so, and the 
combat between God and man is not a thing of yester- 
day. But don't take these things for hesitation. I am 
certain you do not hesitate. . . . Take courage; gird 
yourself with strength, and do not mistake for doubt and 
uncertainty the weakness of a heart overcome by its own 
glory, and sinking beneath the weight of its happiness. 
Our kings wept on the day of their coronation. On taking 
your first step in the * Royal Highway ' it is natural that 
you should feel the same emotion in your soul. Go 
forth ! Our pride and joy should reassure you. We 
salute you from afar, and pray God to give you strength 
interiorly to bear the burden of so great an honour.*' 

With such bold and glowing wisdom did Henri cheer on 
his friends to the service of the sanctuary. If this should 

* Afterwards Pere PeiTaud, of the Orator}'. 
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be a surprise to some, let them remember that in his 
eyes this vocation was not alone the most sublime pre- 
rogative, but the greatest joy — humanly and divinely — 
that God could bestow upon a soul. The world expresses 
no surprise when a young artist or a young soldier en- 
deavours to win over his friends to the camp or the 
studio, and represents the career of his choice as the 
most delightful that a man can embrace ; it has a smile 
of indulgence for the rash ei^thusiasm which exaggerates 
the glories of war and the delights of art, ignoring, with 
a treachery that is partly imconscious, the hardships, 
humiliations, and deceptions with which the road of each 
is strewn ; but if a soldier of the Cross endeavours to 
recruit a comrade to the service of the Divine Master, 
this same world is scandalized at his imprudence, and 
loudly condemns his ill-advised zeal. Yet may we not 
all say with Pfere Gratry, " I know of no wiser enthusiasm 
than that which excites men to become the workmen of 
God!" 

On the Tombs of the Apostles, Henri made a vow to 
renounce all that we call happiness, tranquillity, the 
interests of this world, in order to embrace a life of toil 
and struggle. "Shall I have strength to do it?*' he 
exclaims. " I hope so, for I have rested my hopes in 
God alone." Writing to a friend who hesitated about 
entering the religious Ufe, he says : " I dwell rather much 
on this point, that you may find happiness,' real l\a.^^\aftSJ5»^ 
in the religious state; because it se^xtvs Vo xxve. ^"^ 
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D 's letter rather exaggerates the austere and sad 

side of such a resolution. The love of God is to me far 
more the expression of life than the expression of deathP 

On his return from Italy, Henri made the acquaintance 
of Pfere Lacordaire. He had followed the conferences of 
the illustrious orator at Notre Dame, and conceived for 
his genius that passionate admiration whicli it awoke in 
the noblest minds of the age. This excess of admira- 
tion, however, inspired the young man with a certain 
awe, which made him fly from the great Dominican when 
he met him out of the pulpit. One day, a friend, who 
sometimes rallied him on the point, carried him off to 
see Pfere Lacordaire in his convent. Rue Vangirard. 
There were visitors in the room, and Pfere Lacordaire, 
who was very busy, divided between all the few moments 
he had to give ; and, as Henri had no questions to ask, 
no notice was taken of him, and he left the room without 
having exchanged a word with the great man. But 
Lacordaire had seen him, and with that unerring instinct 
which enabled him to recognize at once " one of God's 
conquests," he read the beauty of the young man's soul 
upon his face. A few days later Henri was at work in 
his room, when there was a knock at his door, and Pfere 
Lacordaire walked in. 

^^ Mon enfant!''^ he said, holding out his hand, "I 
received you badly the other day. I have come to beg 
your pardon, and to have a chat with you.'* 

Thus did the great master, who was to give him so 
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many noble lessons, begin by giving him one of humility 
and kindness. Few men possessed in a higher degree 
than P^re Lacordaire that seeing eye which discerns the^ 
true ideal and detects the least flaw in its perfection. 
In these first days of their intercourse, he pointed out 
to Henri the mistake he made in separating beauty from 
goodness, a divorce which he declared was absolutely 
fatal to the former. 

" Take a face," he said to him, " where the regularity 
of the lines and the softness of the contours are perfect, 
but without any expression of goodness in the eyes, or 
on the lips, and you mil have the head of a Medusa." 

Henri took the lesson to heart, and grew, says P^re 
Gratry, " in goodness and beauty, before God and man, 
to the last day of his life." 

But death was the teacher, above all others, which 
sounded the sursum corda I that kept his eyes uplifted 
to the eternal Beauty, towards which he was fast journey- 
ing. The thought that he might soon be called away 
from amidst men, inclined his heart to a tender indulgence 
which is seldom the characteristic of holiness in the 
young. **The habit of being dangerously ill," he says 
himself, " has inclined me to love men. I feel that, as 
life is short, we ought not to waste it in hating each 
other ; and as death is at our heels, we ought all to be 
ready to leave the world on friendly terms." 

The grim professor kept faithful watch by him. His 
health, which iad improved during Vv\s NmX. \.o \\s^> 
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again alarmed "his family, and he was obliged to spend 
the winter at Pau. He worked hard to make up for 
lost time in view of the approaching examinations, and 
found in the beauty of nature some compensation for 
the absence of friends. 

" The weather is superb, the mountains more beautiful 
on account of the snow, the torrents are white with foam, 
the pastures green and rich with herds and flocks ; the 
mountaineers are swift-footed, the songs from the valley 
are plaintive, the solitary hours full of memories, and 
I am always your friend." 

Early in January (1852) he went up for his examina- 
tion at Toulouse, and announced the results to his parents 
on the 19th. "I don't wait to doff my cap and gown 
to embrace you. ... I have had almost a success. . . . 
I held forth d, la niMdtonale, and, with God's help, came 
pretty well out of it." 

This was a modest report of an ordeal which won for 
the competitor the applause of all present, and flattering 
congratulations from the examiners. 

While Henri was quietly engaged in these intellectual 
combats, France was passing through a crisis from which 
the ardent heart of the young student could not hold 
aloof in indiflerence. The Coup d*Etat, so variously 
judged by opposing parties, had sent a thrill of horror 
through the country, and many who had hailed the 
advent of Napoleon III. as that of the heaven-sent 
minister who was to rescue the nation from anarchy, now 
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recoiled in dismay, their confidence shaken, or changed 
to indignation and hostility. 

"It seems to me," writes Henri, "that liberty is dead 
in our unfortunate France. Too much applause, too 
many hurrahs greeted everywhere, what I must call the 
violation of our fatherland. I feel as if there were nothing 
to do, nothing to hope for ; shame and humiliation are 
all that remain to us in such depths of degradation. We 
must seek a Master and a fatherland above, and no- longer 
waste our hopes on a phantom who has proved false to 
himself." 

Henri formed one of that aspiring band who called 
Ozanam their leader, and who, having lost all confidence 
in the old monarchical rule, looked for the salvation of 
France to the reign of free democracy as it exists in 
America. The violence which ushered in the empire 
did not tend to check their admiration for the republican 
form of government. 

"What is to be done?" exclaims Henri. "\Vhat 
I believed before, I believe still — if the happiness of 
humanity is in the application of the widest democratic 
system, the democratic system is only possible on con- 
dition of being founded upon Christian virtues. We are 
not Christians, consequently we shall be slaves. That 
is all." 

He continued faithful to his principle of democracy 
when many of his friends had rallied to the Empire, now 
surrounded with the prestige of success, aivdi ^ou^. v^ 
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enter on the brilliant military phase of its career. "I 
should like to know what you think of this war (the 
Crimean)," he writes to the Pfere Lacordaire ; " it seems 
to me that it is a fine war. But how much finer it would 
be if it were undertaken in the name of democracy ! As 
it is, it must inevitably be the triumph of egotism and 
tyranny. And yet that odious Russian Empire is so 
near Constantinople, and Constantinople is so near 
Rome, that from the catholic point of view the question 
seems to me of appalling gravity. Does not the prophecy 
of Napoleon I. appear astounding ? — * France will be 
Republican or Cossack.' How many Frenchmen are 
likely to perish for not having believed in these words ! 
But there is no enthusiasm I Everything is so dead ! 
I am not yet very old, and yet what hours and days 
I spent crying out to M. de Lamartine under the 
balconies of the Hotel de Ville — 'War for Poland! 
The deliverance of Poland ! ' There was life in those 
days anyhow ; but now . . ." 

Even to the last, when life was fast ebbing away and 
the eternal firontiers within sight, Henri clung to his 
ideal republic, and we shall find him under the green 
trees at Sorfeze, dreaming again the dre^un of his ardent 
youth, and building up with his beloved master, 
Lacordaire, "a new form of government, which shall 
constitute an alliance between Christianity and liberty, 
where men shall love God without hating one another." 
It was to this alliance of God and liberty alone that he 
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looked for the regeneration of France. While that old 
bugbear of Europe, the Eastern problem, was being 
solved with cannon on the shores of the Black Sea, and 
the eyes of the West were watching for the eternal signs 
of conquest or defeat, Henri was steadily awaiting the 
one result whose consequences would endure, and whose 
victory would outlive the din of battle and the triumph 
of despotism. " A day will come," he writes to Adolphe 
Perraud, " when we must speak out, for words will then 
be actions, and it will be a duty for us even more than 
for others, because we have received from God two trea- 
sures seldom united in the same breast — ^the love of 
Jesus Christ and the love of liberty." 

Bewailing the decay of these generous aspirations in 
the nation, he says to a friend on his return from the 
South : " I could not have conceived such a change in 
the public mind in so short a time ; the sleep of indiffer- 
ence has paralyzed everything, and people speak of 
liberty as a thing that has been sold ! After all, it is 
folly to think of founding a democracy when there is 
no longer a people. . . ." 

But instead of dwelling in morbid despair on the 
political mistakes of France, he turned his eyes to more 
consoling subjects, and found consolation in the beauty 
of souls, the triumph of virtue, and the splendour of 
genius; above all, in his love for God. His healthy 
though improved by the winter in the South, vi^s "w^^. 
much to be trusted, as he playfully teWs \x& Vcv ^^'s^cx^^^'i^ 
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a concert given for the benefit of a night-school which he 
• had founded, and where he played the part of cavaliere 
servente to one of the lady collectors. 

"There were about fifteen hundred persons present, 
and it was dreadfully hot. I might have passed on the 
duty to some one else, but the desire to play the dandy, 
etc., prevailed ; so I gallantly took the lady by the hand, 
and made my quHe ; dress-coat, pumps, light gloves, etc. 
The result was that next day the dandy was in bed, with 
a cotton night-cap pulled over his ears, his nose swollen, 
and his throat on fire. . . . Vanifas, vanitatum /" 

The friend to whom he makes this abject confession 
was himself in very bad health, and Henri was full of 
anxiety about him. " You have a cough, and you are 
not sure of going to the Eaux Bonnes. You must go, 
dear M. TAbbe — you simply must My little savings 
are at your disposal with all my heart ; I have some time 
still to increase them, and by the end of August they 
may amount to a hundred francs. You have called me 
your friend so often, that I expect you will behave gene- 
rously to me on this occasion." 

The little hoard so lovingly offered was not, however, 
enough to pay for the journey to Eaux Bonnes, and 
Henri was amazed and shocked to find that other friends 
did not run as eagerly as himself to offer their savings to 
the sick priest. He determined to ' apply to the minister 
for the extra three hundred francs that were necessary, 
and relates the adventmt with characteristic verve. 
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"♦ . . I made grande toilette and hurried off to the 
Administration des Cultes at the Minister of Justice's. 
I won't tell you what a business it was to approach such 
a big-wig. After two hours' hard labour I succeeded ! 
I held forth, I explained, I argued. All in vain. The 
sum was too large, and, above all, I suspect, the patronage 
too small. I grew red in the face ; I stood up ; I prayed 
to my imperturbable listener. I don't know what I said, 
for I was a trifle excited by his refusal . . . 

" The great man stared at me, and then all of a sudden 
he said, ^Allans, Monsieur, I have not the heart to 
hold out against you any longer ! ' With that he rose, 
conducted me to his secretary, and ordered him to draw 
up an order at once for the sum in question. The secre- 
tary was for putting it off, but he said, *No; I wish 
it done immediately, signed to-morrow by the minister, 
and despatched forthwith. I hold to this being done.' 
. . • I embrace you joyfully. It is so seldom we have 
a chance of proving to our friends that we really love 
them." 

A scheme for resuscitating the ancient Congregation of 
the Oratory had for some time been germinating in the 
minds of a few fervent souls, and Henri Perreyve was one 
of those on whom they based their hopes for its accom- 
plishment. He himself entered into it with delight. 

** We are going to undertake a great work," he says ; 
"three or four bishops are in the plot, and the Abb€ 
Gratry is at the h^sid. of it. . . . It is a gceaX. ^o^— A\.\^ 
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enormous, and we are so little and so weak ! This is 
what is capable of moving the mercy of God." 

He relates, in a touching page of his " Souvenirs of 
Frederick Ozanam," how he first opened his heart on the 
subject to that gentle master. It was at Eaux Bonnes, 
and Henri was just going to start on a trip to Spain. 
" Before leaving, I went to dine with M. Ozanam. That 
evening we were sitting over the fire together, conversing 
intimately about different things. I thought the moment 
had come for confiding to that nbble heart the secret of 
my religious vocation. I did it simply, easily, with joy, 
and yet with a kind of shyness. . . . That night I learned 
what M. Ozanam's heart was. There were tears of affec- 
tion, of fatherly indulgence, of holy enthusiasm, in the 
voice that answered me. Our wish to serve God in the 
cultivation of science and literature, our scheme of re- 
union with M. TAbb^ Gratry, and of a. studious congre^ 
gation to be called the * Oratory,' all these hopes, these 
dreams, which might turn out to be illusions, quickly 
took a living form in that soul which believed so readily 
in all that was beautiful. ... He followed me with 
words of encouragement that night ; he strained me to 
his heart, and we parted. I walked quickly home, in- 
ebriated with joy and hope and strength. I could not 
go in. I wanted to take my happiness in solitude, far 
from men. It was very late ; but I could not resist the 
longing, so I struck into a road that led to the heights. 
I walked on, beside myself with joy, not looking before 
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me, but looking up to heaven. Suddenly, I arrested my 
step, and an unconscious impulse made me start back ; 
I was on the edge of a precipice. One step more and 
I had fallen into the abyss. I was frightened, and gave 
up my nocturnal promenade." 

Before crossing over the Pyrenees, Henri wrote to a 
cousin of his, announcing the visit of a lady whose ac- 
quaintance he wished her to make. 

"... I have spoken of you to her, and she is very 
anxious to make friends with you. She is kind and good, 
and gracious and simple, although enjoying enormous 
wealth and in the very first society, where she occupies 
>vith distinction a high position ; but in spite of her 
aristocracy she is "charming in every way. . . . She will 
present herself at your door on Wednesday, between one 
and two o'clock. She will most likely take her little son 
^Wth her ; he is about three years old, and a little angel 
of beauty. Tell him from me that I don't forget the 
sweet smiles he gave me during my visits here. You 
may talk of him to his mother, who adores him, and you 
will present my respectful homage to her. Now, good- 
bye. Don't let this visit alarm you, and make no pre- 
parations to receive her. I am quite sure you will be 
delighted to have made an acquaintance which may one 
day prove most valuable to you. . . ." 

At the hour and on the day named, his cousin received 
a box containing a lovely statue of Our Lad^ o^ B^xJkml- 
ram. The dream of the restoration o^ XVi^ Ot^Vovj ^^^ 
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destined, unlike HenrPs ideal republic, to take in reality 
that living form which it at once assumed in the breast 
of Frederick Ozanam. The history of the early days 
of its existence reads like a page from the records of the 
first Christians, so full of mutual love and joy and 
enthusiasm were the young brotherhood. They lived 
in a small house, big enough to hold seven, and here, 
under the guidance of a saintly and learned priest, the 
days flew swiftly in study and meditation on divine 
things. They were halcyon days to Henri Perreyve, for 
he found here, joined with him in the bonds of a divine 
fraternity, the friends he had loved best from his 
childhood. 

" I cannot sufficiently admire the councils of God ! *' 
he exclaims ; " He prepared us by friendship before con- 
fiding His work to us ; we had the same heart before 
being joined in the same priesthood. The will of God 
has but to communicate itself to one, iii order to burst 
out in hearts that are all so deeply united." 

The moment the fact of his vocation became known 
amongst his general circle of friends, Henri had to 
endure the trial which awaits most souls under the same 
circumstances — the lamentations of the world over his 
cruel lot. He could laugh so long as it was only the 
world that followed him to' the sanctuary with its stupid 
pity, but it was hard to bear patiently the commiseration 
of good Christians, who, instead of giving him joy, be- 
wailed and expostulated with him on thus throwing away 
Jjis life. 



^tnxl ^trngbt* 19 



" It passes my comprehension," he criesj " how people 
who J>elieve in the grandeur of the priesthood can be 
in despair at seeing a young man receive the favour 
of it ! Can you bear to be pitied, M. TAbb^? For my 
part, / Aave a horror of it 1 " 

Eight days after his entrance into the Oratory (Nov. 8, 
1853), he writes to an old friend: "You are right, 
Stephen, in thinking that the new life on which I am 
entering will diminish nothing of the warm affection God 
has given me for you. I am renouncing fully and 
absolutely all the joys and ambitions which at our age 
allure the soul \ but there is one that I still cling to— 
that of being loved. It is a great deal ; but I seem to 
feel that this sacrifice is not required of me." 

St Theresa said of the devil, " Poor wretch ! he does 
not love." Henri's idea cf heaven was a place where 
every one loved. "It is Arnaud, I think, who says that 
we shall have all eternity to rest ; this notion of heaven 
does not smile on me at all ; the idea of rest is fatiguing 
and inadequate, but, if you were to say, ' We shall have 
all eternity to love,' ah, then I should agree with you ! *' 

Nor was it only that purest and most sublime love 
which possessed his own soul that he could admire and 
sympathize with. Whatsoever was holy, whatsoever was 
pure, whatsoever was brave and of good report, found 
an echo in his heart. He writes from the Oratory to 
a friend about to embrace the marriage state : " . . . ^V\^ 
Stephen^ do not lajjgh at love, I impVoie ol ^om> "^^^ 
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those fools who are incapable of feeling it. Do not 
laugh at love. There is no more sacred word amongst 
men. Love is not pleasure, it is not selfish enjojnnent, 
nor passion. The aim and end of love is sacrifice. . . . 
You should sacrifice yourself in marriage as the priest 
sacrifices himself in the priesthood, with devotion, with 
entire self-surrender; with joy, if you will, but with a 
sober joy which is akin to resignation and accepts 
sorrow beforehand." 

How sincere was his own self-surrender to the Crucified 
Spouse who had chosen him, is touchingly manifested in 
a note which we find in his private memorandum about 
this time : " I have scarcely put on the blessed livery of 
Thy service, Lord, and I have already received a stone 
for Thy sake. It was yesterday in the street. The 
stone was aimed by a strong hand, for it made a rent 
in the wall where I was passing. I cannot describe the 
sensation of pride and gratitude that thrilled my soul. 
O my Lord, to suffer for Thee ! I was not worthy of 
it. I have done nothing yet to deserve the honour I " 

On the day that he entered the Oratory, Henri received 
a letter from a poor man whom he had been in the habit 
of visiting in the prison of Sainte P^lagie. This is his 
answer : " No, I don^t forget you. Your letter was the 
first that greeted me in this solitude to which the voice 
of God has conducted me. What you say to me, even 
your praise, unmerited as it is, did me good, and was 
rejy- precious to me just that day, fox I was a little 
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cowardly and frightened, and I wanted some one to give 
me a helping hand to cross the threshold of the life I 
was entering on. . . . See how well Providence arranges 
things ! You have so often said that you never could do 
anything for me, and already you have done me a great 
service. Be assured of one thing; we all want each 
other, and no one but a fool can say, ' That man will 
never be of any use to me ! * . . . Here I am a prisoner 
like yourself — my wings clipped; and if there is one 
thing I have loved all my life, it is liberty — in theory 
and in practice." 

And, through several pages, he continues in this tone 
of delicate and tender grace, drawing a parallel between 
his own position and that of the poor victim of human 
justice, encouraging him to imitate in humility and 
fortitude the Prisoner of Love, who made Himself a slave 
that we might be made free. The letter closes with these 
words : — 

"... Don't weary of blessing God for your mis- 
fortunes ; and if there does not come a moment when, 
in the full acceptance of the cross, the springs of conso- 
lation are suddenly opened to you, and a heaven of 
interior joy expands your soul until you are forced to 
cry out, 'What is this, my God, that my tears are 
changed to smiles, and I feel actually happy !' — if this 
moment does not come, then I will confess that I do 
not know my God, and that I understand notlvvn^ q.1 
His promises." 



i 
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This "interior joy of heaven" was already given to 
him, who so boldly announced it as the inevitable reward 
of the " cross accepted," and this possession enabled him 
to speak with the irresistible force of experience and 
conviction. 

" I will confess anything you like, madame," he says 
to a lady whom he was trying to convert to the faith, 
"but there still remains the fact that / am happy. 
The certainty of being where God wishes me to be, 
places my soul on a solid foundation of peace and calm. 
There are, no doubt, memories tinged with sadness; 
but there are no regrets. . . . There is, moreover, an 
indescribable charm in certain moods of the soul when 
it has just enough of tristesse to taste the full value of 
divine consolation. So, I beg of you, don't pity me ! 
That would be very unjust, and very ungrateful to God, 
who has done, and is doing so much for me." 

He was never tired impressing upon the souls who 
drew near him that suffering was the road to all true 
consolation, that joy was to be reached only through the 
cross, and that they only who had learned this lesson 
could teach it to others. 

"Let me remind you," he says to a broken-hearted 
mother, " that great grief, accepted as becomes a 
Christian, gives to the soul a kind of unction, very fit 
to console the sufferings of others. You believe in ies 
graces d^ktat^ dear lady? Well, the state of resigned 
sorrow has a special grace for communicating resignation. 
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He who has not suffered is nearly always incapable of 
consoling others. . . . Use this grace which has cost you 
so dear, and seek the company of those who are in 



sorrow." 



One who was so richly endowed with spiritual gifts 
as Henri Perreyve could not remain unnoticed by those 
whose mission it is to discover and employ them. He 
had been about a year at the Oratory, when he was 
invited by the Dominican Fathers, on the feast of St. 
Dominic, to a banquet at which the Archbishop of Paris 
presided. After paying a tribute to the various religious 
orders represented amongst the guests, Monseigneur 
Sibour fixed his eyes steadily on Henri, and said, in a 
very significant manner, that he built hopes on him for 
the future. 

" That is one of my little ones ! " said P^re P^tdtot, 
Superior of the Oratory. 

" Let him be," replied his Grace ; " he will grow to 
be a big one." Then turning to the young man, who 
sat overpowered with confusion : " My child," he added, 
"preserve in your heart what I have been saying until 
the will of God shall be accomplished in you." 

Writing to Pfere Lacordaire next day, Henri says : 
" I am still full of our beautiful f^te of yesterday. ... 
One ought to die after a beautiful Christian festival. It 
is like a glimpse of heaven that makes the wings of one's 
soul beat; then the vision vanishes, and the veil dto^s^ 
and to these strong interior lights which owx Y.ot^ ^^x^^^ 
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to His friends, there succeeds the dim twilight in which 
small souls dwell I am one of them. . . . Father, I 
should so like to know if I am not deceiving myself 
in the love I have for death? I find in the thought 
of it treasures of joy, and it seems to me that there is 
not a moment in my life in which, were the choice 
given me to live or die, I should not choose death. 
And yet I am so happy ! . . ." 

His holidays this year (1854) were passed with the 
Dominican Fathers in their beautiful Convent of Chalais, 
and the visit was like one of those Christian festivals 
which Henri loved. The monks welcomed him "with 
a great fire and a great meal," the two forms of perfect 
hospitality. 

" Oh, my friend," he writes, " I am transported. 
There is in this nature, regenerated by the habitation 
of saints, such an mdescribable influence of prayer, 
chastity, and peace. • . . Yesterday we climbed to the 
top of Dauphin^ ; we saw the Alps with their chain of 
glaciers and snows sparkling against the sky, and tower- 
ing above them all, Mont Blanc surrounded by its 
peaks, like a monarch by his guards and knights. I 
bethought me that at that hour you were perhaps 
contemplating the horizon of the sea, and I wondered 
which of us had the finest spectacle. But I was wrong. 
The greatness of God is in the sea, and His grandeur 
in the mountains. The sound of the waves is like the 
sound of the irind among the pine trees ; the roll of 
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the mountains is like the surging of the billows ; they 
echo the same voice, and invite to the same prayer: 
Mirabiles dationes tnarisy tnirabilis in cUtis Dominus^^ 

The beauty of the visible world was to him a reflexion 
of the invisible beauty of God which it shadows forth to 
the pure of heart "I know not why it is," he says, "that 
in contemplating the beauty of the mountains with a 
young Dominican monk, we were led to admire the 
beauty of the Blessed Virgin. Perhaps there is some- 
thing more than a mere chance and indirect relation 
between them. If physical nature is made according to 
the image of God, and on the plans of the Eternal Word, 
the human soul is still more truly His likeness. His 
mirror \ and of all souls that of the Blessed Virgin is 
the most perfect likeness to the Divine soul. It is not, 
therefore, strange that the incomplete beauty of nature 
should remind us of the beauty of the most perfect of 
creatures, and lead us to the contemplation of God, the 
term of all beauty." 

The desire of communicating to souls this knowledge 
of their own beauty, and thus hastening on the coming 
of God's reign, possessed his heart with ever-increasing 
ardour. 

" What a mission is ours, Adolphe ! " he cries. '* I 
say it in trembling, in unutterable happiness — ^we are 
a few chosen from among so many, and we have received 
from God the Divine secret The more I see of souk^ 
the more convinced I am that these grand \deasi ol ^ocL^A 
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and political progress by the rigorous application of the 
evangelical doctrines are rare, and rarely granted. It 
is astounding how little they have penetrated the hard, 
dry soil of egotism ! . • . Yet they alone can save 
France, they alone can save Christian civilization." 

Henri returned from his visit to the Chalais refreshed 
in body, and stimulated to new ardour in the pursuit 
of his ideal. He resumed his work with great zest, but 
it was very soon brusquely interrupted. He was seized 
one morning in the street with a violent congestion of 
the lungs ; he had burst a blood-vessel, and his life was 
once more in jeopardy. Skilful care and complete rest 
restored him for the time, but he knew that recovery 
was doubtful, and likely, at best, to be only partial. 

" The moment I felt myself stricken," he writes to 
Pfere Lacordaire in the first days of convalescence, " the 
idea of a broken, useless life presented itself to me ; 
but the very danger of my position brought a sort of 
consolation with it. I thought I was going to die, I 
waited for death, I hoped for it, I asked for it. It so 
happened I had been meditating on death lately a good 
deal; I had looked over my will, and made a good 
retreat, during which I felt for the first time, perhaps, 
the joy of an unbounded abandonment to the will of 
God, and the hope of a life sacrificed for the service 
of truth and justice. In fact, I felt ready to go, and 
I was waiting for death, full of consolation and spiritual 
Joj^, But God would not have me. He flung me back 
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into the world, and now I have got to live in it with 
the dread before me of a future without strength, disarmed, 
useless. . . . Father, can you imagine what such a life 
must be for a soul that hoped to work and to fight ? A 
life of ease and cowardice, fictitiously supported, of no 
use to any one or anything. This prospect has given 
me more pain than all the rest. I try to turn away from 
it, but in vain ; it is an idee fixe that devours me." 

The allied armies were suffering gloriously in the 
East, and Henri's heart swelled with grief at not being 
able to go and solace his countrymen. " Instead of 
taking care of myself and lying quiet, if I were a 
priest now," he cries, "I would beg leave to go out 
as chaplain to the Crimea. What is to become of me 
this winter ? And my theology only just begun ! . . . 
Pray for me, I know I must accept the will of God ; 
but can I accept as such a life contrary to all He wills 
me to do ? If He means me to be in His service, can 
He mean me to be an invalid, useless, sterile in 
works? ... I cannot, I ought not to believe this. 
I will do what God wishes me to do, or I will die. Is 
it not so. Father ? " 

If the voice of the natural will is too clearly heard in 
this passionate appeal, it will serve to show later on how 
perfectly the triumph of the Divine will had been accom- 
plished in a soul, as yet not entirely purified from self, 
but whose whole energies were bent upon the noble 
conquest ^enr'i regained sufRcietil s\xetv@!cv \.o x^^x^^ssfc 
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a certain amount of work, and the following letter reveals 
something of the spirit in which it was performed, and 
the rewards it brought him. 

" I had a nice day yesterday. . • , I had the happiness 
of coming in contact with two beautiful souls* The first 
was the soul of a child, a little soul of twelve years old. 
You never saw anything so beautiful ! Imagine the most 
sparkling diamond, the most limpid crystal, and you will 
hardly have even the symbol of this soul. I went to see 
the child in a convent where she is being brought up. 
God withdrew her, almost by a miracle, from the most 
dangerous surroundings, and placed her in this atmosphere 
of light and peace. The little creature feels His hand 
upon her soul. Her heart is a perpetual thanksgiving. 
She talks already of the religious life. I said to her, 
* Marie, you must not think of that yet awhile j you are 
only a child now ; ' but I said interiorly to God, * Take 
her Lord. She is worthy of You ! ' Another soul — a 
friend of my childhood, a poor young fellow of my own 
age, brilliant, rich, launched in the world, and lost, unless 
God saves him. He has faith, but . . . well, he has a 
beautiful soul for all that. But what a different kind of 
beauty from the first ! It is beautiful as a ruin; beautiful 
because it suffers. ... I cannot tell you the compassion 
I feel for that souL Nothing can be more beautiful, cast 
down and broken as it is. . . . This has taught me many 
things, and how our Lord could give His blood for such 
an object oflove.^' 
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No wonder that one so keenly alive to the beauty of 
souls should have suffered in no small degree from seeing 
these likenesses of God debased and blurred, even when 
not utterly broken, by the unhealthy influences of our 
artificial life. 

" The life of souls here below is a sad and curious 
spectacle," he says. " Take a bird, tie its wings so that 
it cannot fly, gag its throat so tliat it cannot sing, put 
a bandage round its eyes so that it cannot see; then 
shut it up in a narrow cage in company with an immense 
number of other poor birds arranged in the same fashion ; 
then watch the awkward movements, the discomfort, 
the clumsy, blundering ways, the misery of this crowd of 
prisoners, without sight, or voice, or power of flying, and 
I think you will have a very fair representation of the life 
of souls in human society." 

A feeling that he was himself maimed and cramped in 
his power of working for these souls whom he loved so 
dearly, awoke in his heart an intense desire to, at least, 
suffer something for them. Prompted by this feeling, in 
a moment of extraordinary fervour he asked God to send 
him a humiliation. .The prayer was answered almost 
immediately. Let him relate the incident himself. 

" A circumstance in which I had acted rather giddily^ 
out of kindness and to oblige another, brought me in 
contact witn a personage whom I will not name, but who 
was the offended party. This man treated me as a 
wretch ; he overpowered me witVv live mo^\. xvxCy^'sX \^- 
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pro^-ches, and imposed silence on me when I tried to 
answer. I, naturally so quick and hasty, felt crushed by 
his violence, and incapable of defending myself. The 
iiext day I knew what a wound was. I had a thirst, a 
fever for reparation that was like a physical suffering. 
I had utterly forgotten my prayer and my promises, and 
I demanded the reparation. It was no sooner done than 
I remembered / It was rather late. I did what I could, 
and I forgave. But the whole thing has left in me a sort 
of interior soreness which is dreadful. ... All this is 
cowardly. I am not a man. Forgive me. I hope to 
become one." 

He was blessed with a natural gaiety, which added a 
great charm to his spiritual and intellectual gifts ; he 
prized it himself, even in the spiritual order, and was on 
the watch to guard against the depression which bodily 
suffering is so apt to engender. He combated in him- 
self and others a tendency to melancholy, as the result 
of embittered self love unworthy of a Christian. 

" What, do I hear of your being constantly in tears ? " 
he writes to a relative. " I have never read anywhere 
that the Blessed Virgin had a maladie noire (blue devils), 
and yet the Blessed Virgin had terrible trials. And, for 
that matter, is not everybody's malady a black malady ? 
Do you imagine mine is rose-coloured? When I see 
myself incapable of doing anything, whilst all my friends 
are working away, and that I am ' becoming a dunce,' as 
my old Bonne saySy do you suppose this is not black to 
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me? But instead of crying over it, I try to laugh; and 
when one has said resolutely, 'No, I won't be cast 
down; God does not try us above our strength; there 
are thousands in Paris more to be pitied than I am,' . . . 
and such-like thoughts, courage returns, and we find 
ourselves on our feet" 

Speaking of himself in a moment of great physical 
suffering and prolonged inaction, he says : " It would 
grieve me if I were to grow sad ; people don't like sad 
priests. I hope to get back my gaiety." 

And so he did ; or rather he never lost it ; the sadness 
which he fought against so unselfishly was never more 
than a passing cloud, which lent a fresh charm to the 
brightness that soon returned. He got through the 
winter without any serious accident, but the warm 
weather was the signal for his departure again to Eaux 
Bonnes. After the usual course of waters, he went for 
a time to Biarritz (August 7, 1855). 

"I have been visiting a community of nuns extra- 
ordinarily edifpng — ^holy women, who devote their lives 
to directing poor penitent girls. These latter are 
admirable ; they dig the earth ; they possess nothing, 
give themselves up to the most rigorous penance, and 
for their reward aspire to become Ba-nardines, And 
this is what a Bernardine is — a holy soul who lives on 
the sands of the sea-shore, like the early anchorites of 
the deserts of Africa. She eats black bread and driuks 
water; ^t never speaks, . . , mind, never! T\v^CXvax\x^^^ 
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speak once a week ; she, never. She dies after this long 
martyrdom, in which she has regained more honour and 
innocence than she has lost in her wanderings. The 
last who died — they showed me the newly made grave 
— expired saying, 'How joyful it is to die when one 
loves God ! ' This is what I call a happy death. Will 
ours be like it ? " 

The effect of the waters, though beneficial, was far 
from being complete, and his friends, more uneasy than 
they dared confess, proposed to make a great, general 
novena for his recovery. The invalid heard of it, and 
was grateful ; but he had made long strides in the way 
of the cross since that passionate appeal to be allowed 
" to do what God meant him to do, or die." 

" I don't ask for deliverance from this trial," he writes 
to an anxious friend ; " I have seen too clearly how much 
the road to truth is shortened by passing through suffer- 
ing to recoil from being led that way. I have a horror 
of it, a natural horror ; for there does not exist a being 
less fit to suffer than I, nor one more easily frightened ; 
more restive, more liable to exaggerate the evil ; more 
accessible to anguish of soul ; but I offer even this want 
of strength, this faint-heartedness, these childish fears, 
this weariness of spirit, to Him who in the garden of 
Olives began to tremble and to be sorrowful even unto 
death." 

Before returning to Paris, Henri paid a visit to Sorfeze. 
"^ delicious week in the constant society of P^re 
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Lacordaire, who spoiled me more than ever," he says ; 
and he goes on to relate an episode of the visit which 
affected him deeply. " One of my great delights here 
has been hearing the Father read his notice on M. 
Ozanam. . . . Fancy, he quotes two whole pages of the 
little mkmoires * I sent him six months ago ! I was 
quietly listening to the reading when suddenly I recog- 
nized the thoughts, then the author. ... I grew scarlet, 
and the drops stood on my forehead. I protested — 
honestly — ^but to no purpose. So I shall be printed in 
the works of Pfere Lacordaire I It is enough to confound 
me and make me sink into the earth. . . . Don't tell 
this to anybody. . . ." 

The improvement which he brought back from Eaux 
Bonnes did not seem to warrant his spending the winter 
in Paris. The doctors decided that he must return to 
Italy. His hopes of receiving the subdiaconate at 
Christmas in the venerable old church of St. Sulpice, 
where he had made his First Communion, were thus 
disappointed. Henri bowed his head unmurmuringly, 
but the pang was none the less bitter. 

On the 3rd of November, he writes from Nice : 
". • . On All Saints' morning, after Communion, I re- 
newed the pledges to which, when taking the habit two 
years ago, we committed ourselves. I was very happy, 

♦ These, two pages, the most tenderly poetic, perhaps, of any that 
H. Perre3rve has left us, are quoted in full by the present vrdtet \vv 
the Life of Ozanam. 
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full of consolation and strength, and I am still walking 
in the light of the graces given me in that Communion. 
The rest of the day I spent at the great military hospital 
at Marseilles, where our wounded soldiers from the East 
daily disembark. It was one of the deepest impressions 
of my life. I felt proud and happy, amazed and humbled, 
by the confidence which these brave fellows showed me ; 
many amongst them were dying, some were in their 
agony. If I had been a priest I might have confessed 
over thirty of them. Their wounds are dreadful, and 
their accounts of the winter and of the taking of Sebas- 
topol are awful. We have no idea of what they have 
suffered. You can't think how sad it is to hear these 
tales of glory and battle on the lips of poor young fellows 
who for three months and more have been lying on a 
bed of pain, weakened by fever, with wounds that have 
festered in the long and painful journey, and who, after 
these great labours, have before them '^nothing but a 
broken and useless career. ... I wish I could give you 
an idea of the really holy look with which many of them 
said to me, * I have done my duty, M. TAbb^ ; may the 
will of God be done ! ' This word duty is in ever}^ 
mouth. I was much struck by it, and it has filled me 
with an immense hope for France." 

Such foretastes of those divine consolations which await 
the priest in his ministry only made Henri hunger the 
more for the day when his life should be filled with 
them; but he was learning in the school of the Cross to 
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become more worthy of tliem. His life had a daily, nay, 
hourly struggle between the too willing spirit and the 
fainting flesh. 

" I am not sure," he says, " if there is not a new 
source of energy and vigour for thought in the constant 
effort of the mind struggling against the hindrances of 
disease. One works somewhat as one fights. So I am 
satisfied with my condition until the next break-down, 
and perhaps you will read some day an essay entitled, 
La libertk de PEglise, which may be bom of this struggle. 
Ah ! the liberty of the Church. Let us love it, Eugene ! 
Let us two swear to love it, to love it always, to serve it 
always." 

One of the first consolations which awaited him in 
Rome was receiving Holy Communion from the hands 
of Pius IX. It was on the feast of St Agnes. . The 
spectacle of the pomp with which the Church celebrates 
the glory of the humble maiden martyred seventeen 
centuries ago, woke deep emotions in Henri's soul 

"... Two little white lambs, ornamented with flowers 
and streamers, are blessed by the Pope, and their wool 
is used for weaving the palliums. How true it is that 
the most beautiful vestment of the church is woven by 
pure hearts, by the innocence of her virgins, and the 
chastity of her priests ! " 

A few days later, he " had the privilege of being pre- 
sented to" Cardinal (then Dr.) Newman, by Father 
Ambrose St. John. " Father Newmati \s axiv^xvoiSx&iJNXa 
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sweetness and kindness, with none of the English stiffness, 
and full of the loftiest ideas concerning the religious future 
of England. He gave me precious details as to what 
one may hope for in that noble country, so naturally 
pious and earnest. F. Newman said to me, 'We only 
want priests.' Alas ! . . . Our conversation was of the 
funniest ; he understands French, but answers in Italian ; 
I consequently spoke to him in French ; then I had to 
speak Italian to Father St. John, who does not speak 
French; finally, they spoke English to one another. 
Ideas made their way through this Babel, and I don't 
think one went astray." 

Another distinguished personage whose acquaintance 
Henri made in Rome was Cardinal Villecourt, who 
became his patron and opened every door to him. 

"... I reminded him, as you told me," he writes to 
his father, "of the old servant who used to say at 
Fourviferes, 'Little Villecourt will be a priest' He 
laughed heartily, and bade me remember him to you. 
He makes great fun of me in his gentle way, and says, 
*Do you suppose that, because I am a Cardinal and 
sixty-eight years old, I have not the right to laugh?' 
He leads the life of a hermit in Rome, and cannot 
accustom himself to the grand ways of the purple. 
When he was named Cardinal, he never slept for eight 
days ; but, as the intention of the Pope was still a secret, 
he could not confide his trouble to any one. His old 
servant^ John, used to say to him, 'Monseigneur has 
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some trouble that he won't tell me.' And he would 
reply, * What will you, my poor John ? such an unlikely 
thing has befallen us ! ' * If it is a case of going to the 
ends of the earth, why can you not tell me ? you know 
well that I will follow you.' At last the day came, and 
the good Bishop said to John, * My poor John, I am a 
Cardinal!' John did not know whether to laugh or 
cry ; but since he has seen laquais in the anteroom, and 
become himself the majordomo of a large estabUshment, 
they say he makes the best of being a Cardinal. Is 
there not something very touching and moeurs d! autrefois 
about it all ? . . . Good-bye, dear father ; your son em- 
braces you, and his mother, and his good old Rose,* 
who is his vieux Jean^ and prays God to bless you." 

The question of his being admitted to orders had been 
discussed since his arrival in Rome, and after a good 
deal of hesitation, his health being the only obstacle, it 
was decided that he should be ordained on Trinity 
Sunday. 

His joy on receiving this sentence flows from his 
heart with an eloquence that gives some idea of its 
intensity : " Oh, what a heart I ought to have ! A new 
heart ! My friend, as you love Jesus Christ, ask Him to 
change my heart for that day, I cannot bear the thought 
of offering Him on that beloved day of our spiritual 
nuptials a heart so poor in virtue, so small, so full of 
self! Ask for me that which I have not Commend 

* An old servant who had broMgYilViim. \x^. 
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me to the prayers of holy souls. I tell you I am un- 
worthy of this unspeakable honour. In pity for me, ask 
of God to build Himself the temple in which He is to 
dwell, and to purify His own tabernacle." And, a few 
days later to another friend: " . . » Eugbne, pray for 
me. . , . Let our joy be full. . . . Let us lift up our 
hearts ; let us look at the beauty of the divine plan. It 
is all too beautiful ! Who has made the advances in this 
mystery of love wherein Jesus and we are but one soul ? 
Who has never grown weary of loving with infinite 
delicacy, and, alas ! with infinite patience ! Who but 
Jesus, our Master, our Lord ! . . . We are not worth 
the trouble of saying that we are worth nothing. Let us 
only speak of Jesus. . . . Friend, I embrace thee at His 
feet. God forbid we should be priests, you and I, if it 
were not to love Jesus unto death ! Amen." 

That day, which was waited for with such transports 
of joy, came at last. On the Feast of the Holy Trinity, 
Henri Perreyve was ordained subdeacon at the Church 
of St. John of Lateran. 

"What shall I say to thee, my mother?" he writes 
home the next day. . . . " It is all over ; or rather, it is 
degun. The blessed ceremony was more imposing, more 
full of grace and emotion than I had hoped. I prostrated 
myself with a willing heart on the pavement of the Mother 
of Churches^ to promise to God that immortal fidelity which 
your prayers will enable me to keep. The ordination 
was performed by the Cardinal Patrizi, whom you will 
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see oi\e of these days in Paris for the imperial christen- 
ing. . . 4 After this grand morning, we received our kind 
neighbours, who made our feast theirs. Need I say how 
much I missed thee, mother dear, and my father and my 
old Rose ! My sister was very happy, and gave me some 
compensation for your absence. . . . Sunday I saw the 
Holy Father, and presented him with a copy of the 
unpublished part of my work on the Immaculate Con- 
ception. The binding was splendid, at any rate, and 
the Holy Father promised me to have the inside ex- 
amined. ... A great many people came to my ordina- 
tion. Monsieur Ampere remained the whole time, and 
coming out he pressed my hands with tears in his eyes. 
What a beautiful soul ! He brought a young French 
painter with him, who seemed deeply impressed by the 
ceremony." 

About a month later the young deacon made his usual 
pilgrimage to Eaux Bonnes, stopping at Sor^ze on his 
way thither, for the fete of Pere Lacordaire. He was 
called upon suddenly to make a speech at the dinner- 
table before two hundred and fifty persons, and was 
surprised to find that his voice had regained something 
of its former power and sonority. "I was greatly 
moved," he writes to his mother, <* which was a reason 
for moving others ; but what encourages me is that this 
emotion, instead of crushing, sustained and carried me 
with it. I tell you this in all filial simplicity. P^re 
Lacordaire said to me afterwards, in /etc-d-tetc/^^ ^^"^"^ 
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friend, you will be a speaker/ But for this one must 
have lungs, and it is the want of them that brings me 
again to Eaux Bonnes." 

During his stay at the waters, he met M. Cousin, and 
he informs Pfere Gratry of his glad surprise in discover- 
ing how near that noble mind had come to catholic 
ideas. "Let us pray for these souls," he says, "and 
above all let us not make the doors of the Church 
bristle with razors and pikestaffs, and pitchforks, and 
bundles of thorns." 

The waters proved so beneficial this season that on his 
return to. Paris Henri writes to Pbre Lacordaire : " I feel 
wonderfully better this year, and the doctors protest that 
they believe in my cure." But notwithstanding this 
protest, they insisted on his returning for the winter to 
Rome, where his stay was to be more of an exile this 
year, as his sister did not accompany him. 

"... Dear one," he writes to her, " I cannot under- 
stand why I should not set off to the Via delta Vita in 
half an hour from this, and sit warming myself with you 
over the fire. Yesterday evening, I could not resist 
going to look up at the house; there was light in the 
windows and I could fancy . . . but all that is swept 
away with the shadows of the past. . . . Life has assumed 
a graver aspect for me ; I am tasting the life of the poor 
lonely student in Paris. It is well. One ought to learn 
what these ordeals are. Up to the present, I should not 
have known how to confess those poor young fellows 
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who are ill at ease in a hotel by themselves ; to-morrow, 
I should know better how to go about it One only 
knows really the various conditions of the soul by 
experiencing them one's self." 

But he found delights in his solitary life which soon 
made it dear to him. *' I have a little apartment rather 
far from all my acquaintances/* he writes to a friend in 
Paris. " I fly from visits as much as I can, for I love 
my solitude. I suffer now and then, when souvenirs 
crowd in on me ; but I have a horror of people who 
want to divert my mind {me distraire). Divert it from 
what? Good heavens! From that ardent, living, interior 
life with God, where I dwell with the souls I love. Ah, 
how infinitely I prefer, to all the diversions of the world, 
the hours, mayhap a little shaded with regret, which I 
pass in this dear company." 

On the feast of St Gregory he tells Pbre Gratry— " I 
have just served the venerable Doctor Manning's Mass 
in the fine church of the great Saint who rests under the 
shadow of the Coliseum. . . . The famous Doctor Palmer 
had come to fetch us, and went to Communion with us. 
His is one of those souls conquered by the irresistible 
violence of the Lamb, and who have broken all their ties 
rather than let go the hand of Jesus Christ. I can't tell 
you what I feel in seeing these English converts in the 
sanctuaries of Rome ; they bear on their brow the glory 
of the great sacrifices they have made, and of a conscience 
satisfied at every cost — exiled, and yel eoxsvfc 'WO*^ 
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to their true country, having lost all, and yet found 
all* • • . 

He was hard at work meantime, and engaged, amidst 
his studies, on a treatise entitled, "Entretiens sur 
TEglise Catholique," which appeared on his return to 
Paris. He made a retreat before leaving Rome, and 
some of his meditations during those days of silence with 
God have been preserved to us by Pfere Gratry in his 
notice of Henri Perreyve. 

On coming out of this interval of solitude he announces 
to a friend that his ordination as deacon is fixed for the 
end of May, on his return to Paris. 

" I was very happy in my retreat, Charles. « . « Ah I 
what a friend we have in Jesus Christ ! What indulgence ! 
What a drawing near of His Heart to ours at the foot of 
the Altar ! . . . I shall embrace you on the eve of the 
day when we two shall prostrate ourselves together at 
the feet of our Lord to receive the holy order of deacon. 
We will join our prayers, our graces, our meditations; 
we will share everything. ... I embrace you at the feet 
of Jesus." 

His birthday came round before he left Rome. 

" I am six and twenty to-day ! It is dreadful 1 And 
with that I have discovered that I know nothing, and that 
I have done nothing ! . . . Alas ! how do I bum with 
impatience to do something for souls in the name of 
Jesus Christ ! You are in the secret of this interior fire, 
which so wore mc out at Eaux Bonnes, and which follows 
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me everywhere. Where are the souls I am to teach and 
to love? Where are the ears of that sheaf which the 
priest gleans amidst tears and anguish ? Where are my 
children ? I see no sign of their coming yet You talk 
of my writings. ... It is a hundred times better worth 
while to confess a rag-and-bone man than to write a 
clever article in a fashionable magazine; but where is 
my rag-and-bone man? It is him I am on the look- 
out for ! " 

His return to Paris, and impending ordination, seemed 
to bring him nearer to this object of his search, but the 
cross of the divine will once more placed itself between 
him and that other cross, which he so thirsted to embrace. 
On the second day of his retreat at St. Sulpice, pre- 
paratory to his ordination, he was seized with congestion 
of the lungs and a cough that racked him day and night. 
He kept up by sheer stress of will till the Saturday, when, 
during the solemn prostration, he drew his handkerchief 
from his mouth soaked in blood. 

*' That day so longed for," he says, relating the incident 
to a friend when all was over, **that day of special graces 
of the Lord, was also a day of great fatigue. The 
ceremony was barely over when I had just time to get 
home, and the doctor was sent for. They bled me, 
and since then I have been from one remedy to another. 
I am now better ; but here is another trial, a fresh proof 
of my uselessness, a new humiHation for my soul. . . . 
But God sees that I am not pure eiiO\i^\v, ^me^^^ ^^^'s. 
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not accept me. • . . Ah ! how true it is what you 
say, Eugfene, that we should give our whole heart to 
Him who always gives more love than He receives. 
How is it that we do not understand that His incom- 
parable love is the one thing necessary ! . , • What 
madness it is to hold in our hands the supreme Beauty, 
the supreme Good, Love without end, and yet ... to 
go on suffering and complaining, and never make an 
end of it ! " 

Henri's complaint was not that of those who murmur 
and are destroyed. Joy was the strong cry of his soul, 
despite the blow which love had again dealt at him. 

" Well, at last I am a deacon ! " he says to Pfere 
Gratry, " and you will see if, by dint of good will, I 
don't arrive, little by little, at the priesthood. Introibo 
ad altare Dei I I hope to bring to it a heart inebriated 
with the love of God and souls ! " "I asked our Lord 
to take my whole heart in this ordination," he says; 

"and I hope He did. The Abb^ B y a beautiful 

soul, with gifts and lights of inconceivable richness, 
preached the sermon. What a living soul! What a 
heart ! What rays of light ! It produced on me the 
effect of a warm, glowing atmosphere. Eugene, let us 
love. If we mean ever to speak of souls to men, let 
us love. ..." 

The first breath of winter was the signal for his depar- 
ture to the South. He rested a little while at Sorfeze, 
^nd came in while there for the great f§te of the school 
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on St. Cecilia's day. All the notabilities of the town 
were present, and Henri was called on for a speech 
He felt more sure of himself on this occasion than he 
had done the preceding year. " I don't know how it 
was that I felt sufficiently master of myself to taste 
even the pleasure of the thing," he says to his friend, 
Charles Perraud. "Verily, I can understand that it 
must be an immense delight, above all when one speaks 
for the salvation of souls, for God. But what perils 
lurk in the exercise of this gift ! How deeply it pene- 
trates the heart, agitating us, thrilling us with a sense 
of power, even when it has done nothing, or next to 
nothing. . . . What must it be in the case of successful 
effort, of an oratorical triumph ! Ah, let us prepare 
our souls to receive these shocks without weakness, 
without betrapng the cause of our Master, to whom 
alone and always praise and honour are due." 

He was now beginning to count the days till the dawn 
of that day to which he had aspired unceasingly since 
his First Communion. His health was still very pre- 
carious, and he was spitting blood again ; but the more 
the body flagged, the more the spirit burned. "The 
one thing serious amidst all this," he says, exultingly, 
" is that in six months I am going to be a priest ! Alas I 
how I ought to shake with fear before this awful pre- 
rogative, so overpowering to my weak nature. . . • In 
deed and in truth I blush as I \vrite these lines, so 
conscious am I of my unworthiness to gcC\d^ ^oviNs* tot 
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the glory of Jesus Christ. . . . You will pray for me, 
will you not? and get all the holy souls you can to pray 
for me.*' 

His friend Charles Perraud was ordained during his 
absence, and Henri thus greets the young priest on the 
morning of his divine espousals : — 

'* . . . May the Lord be with thee, dear brother ! 
With thee this morning at the altar of thy first Mass, 
to accept thy nuptial vows, to answer them with that 
reciprocity of love which passes all love ! . . . With 
thee to-morrow to make thee feel that the joy of God, 
unlike the joys of this world, is perpetual, and to be 
tasted for ever, while never satiating ! With thee, when, 
after these sacred inebriations, thou wilt feel what it 
is to be a priest for men, and to descend from Thabor 
to go to those who suffer, to those who are ignorant, 
to those who hunger and thirst after light and life ! 
With thee in thy sorrows, to console thee ! With thee 
in thy joys, to sanctify them ! With thee, my Charles, 
if thou art to be left alone in life, with only the arm 
of the Divine Friend to lean on ! With thee in thy 
young priesthood ! With thee, grown old in the service 
of God and man ! . . . May the Lord be with thee I 
Charles, bless me. I embrace thee on the heart of the 
beloved Divine Master/' 

The Jieart which uttered this sweet canticle of love 
had now come too near that of ^'the Divine beloved 
Master ^^ to have a wish, however holy, that was not 
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in perfect conformity to His will. Henri had reached 
that point where the soul, called upon to make the 
sacrifice of its sacrifice, answers with unhesitating fidelity, 
*' Behold the servant of the Lord ! " 

^'Listen to me, my Charles," he writes to the newly 
anointed priest a few days later; "listen to me. This 
morning, amidst those burning desires for the priesthood 
which have possessed me lately, a feeling stronger than 
all this seemed to pervade my soul. I felt that I was 
ready to sacrifice even that joy of joy s^ that sole aim of 
my whole life (cette unique raison de toute ma vie) to 
the will of God, and I accepted to die to-morrow with- 
out having gone up to the Altar, notwithstanding that 
this death would be to me ^, sacrifice of a thousand lives, 
a sorrow of a thousand deaths." 

The Gk)d whom Henri had come to love with this 
entire generosity was not likely to rob His servant of 
" that joy of joys." In spite of his sufferings, his 
strength seemed renovated so as to enable him to 
compass the work demanded by the final examina- 
tions. 

*' I rise at a quarter to six," he writes from Hydros 
to his father, *'and serve Pbre Gratry's Mass in the 
neighbouring chapel at half-past six ; we come in and 
work from half-past seven till half-past eleven. This 
is a good pull. After breakfast, promenade from half- 
past twelve till three; from three to six work again; 
at six we meet to discuss some subject o^ leXx^orcs. ort 
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controversy; then comes supper, soiree till half-past 
eight, breviary at nine, and then the curfew bell." 

A severe relapse interrupted the even tenor of this 
programme, but nothing could disturb the peace of 
perfect conformity which the suflferer's soul had attained. 
"... I was in bed, ill, far from my own people, tended by 
a kind Sister of Charity, in that state of union with Jesus 
on the Cross which tempers the soul so vigorously when 
one accepts it with faith and love. I made the sacrifice 
for both of us j and from that moment, every time I kiss 
my crucifix I place you with myself in the Heart of the 
Divine Master. There is nothing, nothing for us now in 
this world but complete and boundless abandonment mto 
the arms of Jesus Christ. . . . We are His. Let us love 
His rights, and defend them against the miserable faint- 
heartedness of our own will. . . . No more cowardice — 
no more weakness. Whatever God wills ! " 
. Pbre de Ravignan's death, which occurred at this time 
(on the 4th March, 1858), drew a tribute of tender 
regret and reverence from the kindred soul of Henri : 
"... What a death !" he cries; "if we can call death a 
sigh somewhat fainter, which marks the entrance of a 
saint into his triumph. What words on that death-bed 
round which shone the halo of a whole life of sacrifice I 
He kept repeating with the ardour of a wounded soldier^ 
' Fighty fight, fight the battles of the Lord!^ And when 
in the middle of the night the friend who was watching 
by him, Pbre de Ponlevoy, seeing by certain signs that 
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death was at hand, said to him, ' Come, brother, you are 
going to die ! ' the holy religious, with that austere smile 
that you know so well, said, ' Ah ! at last, merci T And 
we call this dying? And we fear death ? . . ." 

The departure of P^re Gratry was a. trial to Henri, 
not merely in the loss of his companionship, but because 
it deprived him of daily mass. He was now only able 
to assist at the holy sacrifice three times a week, and 
then in the face of a biting cold wind. Nevertheless, 
he managed to continue his theological studies without 
a break; although his health "threatens ruin from day 
to day, from one cause or another." 

" What I shall be able to do in the diocese with this 
fine instrument I know not," he says, laughingly 3 " I am 
in a state of uncertainty, and I must remain in it until our 
Lord passes this way and says to me, ' Arise and come ! ' 
Meanwhile, I am learning not to despise small efforts and 
small results, as probably my life is destined to be spent 
in such. I have often said that nothing would give me 
more real joy than to teach the catechism to children, 
and should the day come when I am called on to renounce 
all the lofty ambitions of my boyhood, I will readily con- 
sole myself in these lowly tasks." * 

The infirm state of health which threatened to shut 
him out from the larger action of the. ministry did not 
prevent him from exercising a very active and salutary 
kind of priesthood around him. His holiness made him 
an object of general veneration, and \v\^ covcj\^€s. ^axA 
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presence were sought for by numbers, especially amongst 
those higher classes against whom he entertained strong 
prejudices. Like most prejudices, they were the result 
of ignorance. He had not as yet come in contact with 
the society which he judged so severely; but he was 
quick in acknowledging his error as soon as he recog- 
nized it. 

"... Just fancy me launched in spite of myself 
amongst the very highest aristocracy ! I was requested 

to go to the Duke and Duchess de to give religious 

instruction to a little child of theirs. Other acquaintances 
grew out of this one, and now it is high time I left this 
place, for I am in the midst of dukes, marquises, and 
viscounts. These people are all good, at least those of 
them that I see. Their faults are different from the faults 
of our class ; but they have qualities that I did not know 
of. Men misjudge each other half the time for want of 
knowing each other, and this is what happened to me with 
regard to the aristocracy. I have found amongst them 
women who are modest, pious, and charitable, and I find 
much less haughtiness than I expected. The malady 
of these people is idleness. The young men are all in 
danger oL having their youth blighted by pleasure and 
the abuse of fortune. For this reason many families are 
now endeavouring to give them a career, and thus render 
them more useful to themselves and their country. A 
wise and excellent tendency. So much for the result 
of my aristocratic observations." 
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But while ready to make the full ametide honorable to the 
class which he had judged in ignorance, Henri's sympa- 
thies remained true to the lowly ones whom his Master 
loved. Writing to a soul whom he was helping to pass 
through a great sorrow, he says : " I am glad to find that 
you are not confining yourself to a school for poor 
children; God has endowed you with gifts which will 
enable you to do for young girls of distinction what 
many others are incapable of doing ; but for the benefit 
as well as the consolation of your soul, I advise you 
to devote yourself chiefly to the care of the poorer 
classes. What we do for well-bred, intelligent children 
is a source of pleasure \ we reap the fruits of it easily, 
and often it becomes a source of vanity ; whereas, what 
we do for the poor is generally devoid of all pleasure,^ 
and has no earthly reward ; it is much easier to do it 
purely for the love of Jesus Christ, and therefore to 
derive great merit from it. At least, this is what I have 
always felt when I have been charged with the instruc- 
tion of the children of the rich and of the poor." 

The month of May arrived, and Henri was back in 
Paris, trying to realize the stupendous joy that was now 
fast advancing. The ordination was to take place on the 
29th. Before entering on retreat, he writes to one friend : 
" Pray for me. / am actually going to be a priest ! I can 
hardly believe it, the weight of my unworthiness seems so 
to draw me away firom the grace. Yet God has so willed 
it ! Oh^ 2ibyss of mercy ! . . . Dear feVetidi, \l "V V^n^ 
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ever scandalized or pained, or disedified you, in the 
course of my life, I humbly ask your pardon. Oh, in 
days like these how one longs to have been always good, 
always pure ! How the memory of faults weighs us 
down ! We have nothing for it but to take refuge in the 
abyss of infinite mercy, and to recall those words of the 
Master: Non vos me elegistis^ sed ego elegi vos, . . .'* 

To another friend he says : " I come to announce to 
you my priestly consecration. Let me repeat to your 
heart this astounding fact, which I scarcely believe in 
myself : / am going to be a priest I I tremble. Who 
would not tremble before such an honour ! But I above 
all others, for I know my weakness, my unworthiness. 
. . . Pray for me. I have often told you, and now I 
repeat it to you with special joy : all this dates from my 
First Communion. That day Jesus proposed to me to 
follow Him, and I answered Him, ' Yes, beloved Lord, 
I am Thine for ever ! ' . . . Oh, abyss of divine mercy ! 
Unfathomable depths of the eternal decrees ! . . . Give 
thanks to God with me for having kept me faithful to the 
promises of my First Communion ! " 

An old family servant is not forgotten in the midst 
of his overflowing joy : " I wish you, my dear Micol, 
and your family to share in this blessed fete of my first 
Mass. I send you, with my affectionate remembrances, 
a post-office order for ten francs. You will buy some- 
thing for the children or for the manage, and you will 
say, 'This is a souvenir of the Abbe Henri's first Mass.' 
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I regret very much that I can't make it more, but the 
fact is, this is the end of my purse, and there remains 
to me at this moment thirty-six sous. Adieu, pray for 
me. Above all, I ask for the prayers of your children. 
It is actually true that on next Saturday I shall be a 
priest, and that on Sunday I shall celebrate Mass ! 
Ah ! if you knew how unworthy I am of this excess of 
honour ! . . ." 

After eight days' of solitary communion with God, the 
morning of this awful and magnificent grace dawned. 
On the 29th May, 1858, in the church of St Sulpice, 
Henri Perreyve was ordained a priest. The next day 
he went up to the altar. 

" My first Mass was beautiful," he says ; " P^re Lacor- 
daire was faithful to the rendez-vous. He came from 
Soreze to assist me at the altar and to protect me before 
God by his great sacerdotal virtues. . . . Now I belong 
solely and absolutely to God, and I wait to know from 
Him in what way He means to make use of me. I have 
but one desire in my soul — to be a good priest, chaste 
and humble, to serve our beloved Master as He wills : 
in obscurity, before the world, in active ministry, in 
study, with my pen, or with my tongue. A son bo?i 
plaisirl The obstacle to everything still is my health. 
I assure you it is only a vigorous act of blind faith that 
enables me to think of remaining here next winter and 
undertaking a fixed service." 

He set out to the Eaux Bonnes in "JuVj, Vi ^^^ ^"^ 



54 V^tnxi ^megbe. 



bracing himself for the winter campaign. On his way to 
the Pyrenees he stayed a week at Sortze, where a great 
but startling grace awaited him. 

He writes in his private memorandum : " Yesterday, 
one of the most beautiful days of my life, I performed 
the first act of my ministry. I confessed a soul, a great 
soul. This soul, the first that humbled itself at my feet, 
and laid its secrets in my breast, is the same that raised 
me up in the first days of my youth, Pbre Lacordaire. 
He wanted to do it for several days : he said to me, 
* Henri, you must hear my confession.' I hesitated, 
I felt myself so little 1 I prayed God to enlighten me, 
and I came to see that it was a great design, worthy of 
two souls who loved each other in God. So yesterday 
I went to him and said, ' I am ready.' He laid bare his 
whole life to me from the age of six to his conversion, 
and firom his conversion up to the present day. Lord, 
what dost Thou will ? For it is not like Thee to reveal 
these great things to a soul from whom Thou wiliest 
nothing. . . . May these souvenirs, so beautiful in them- 
selves, fertilized by Thy grace, make of my life one long 
oblation, one sacrifice I " 

His next sacramental function was performed in the 
service of a soul very different, but also dear, that of an 
aged relative who was much attached to him. 

"... I must tell you," he writes from Eaux Bonnes, 

"that in the midst of my present utter vacuity God has 

granted me a great grace. I was enabled to reconcile 



'^tnxi ^megbe. ss 



to God on his death-bed one of my uncles who had 
given up all practise of religion since his childhood. 
They ran to fetch me when he was dying; the poor 
man would have nobody but me, and I had to do ever}- 
thing. Certainly it is an honour a hundred thousand- 
fold too great for me that our Lord should make use 
of me to bring back one soul to Him. But these are 
baits which excite one's hunger for the apostolate, instead 
of appeasing it Pray for me. I don't forget that it 
is through prayers, through the masses that were said for 
me, that I obtained the grace to live, against all appear- 
ances, until I became a priest. I firmly believe that God, 
by a positive and extraordinary miracle, may communi- 
cate to a natural remedy, such as the waters, a special 
efficacy for one person, and bless the remedy so as to 
give it a sovereign power. Pray, that if the little strength 
I may regain is to serve to the glory of God it may be 
given to me. If not, I ask for nothing but peace of 
mind and a speedy end." 

The latter prayer seemed the one that was to be 
granted. On his return to Paris, the Ahh6 Perreyve 
wTites, after a serious relapse : " I am a little better, but 
the improvement is almost imperceptible, and the eifects 
of the illness will last a long time. God's will be done. 
I may own to you that I consider this illness one of the 
greatest graces I have received for a long time, and I 
wanted it badly. It has made a great impression on me, 
and has shown me hy the light of ttv^ e\.WRa\ Itq^v^x's. 
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what the priesthood really is, and what God has a right 
to expect of a priest." 

The death of his old nurse, "ma vieille Rose," 
occurred soon after, and the regrets that it draws forth 
from the young priest reveal the tenderness of his 
human affections, and present a charming picture of 
what is fast becoming an extinct type in the domestic 
relations of these days of progress. 

"... I have sad news for you. Our dear old Rose 
died on Monday, almost suddenly, from an attack of 
apoplexy. It is a real grief to me. I feel that I have 
buried my childhood with her. She had the old souvenirs 
of bygone days, and all the free and easy ways of the 
good old times, with that right of loving blimtly which 
one earns by six and thirty years of a life of faithful and 
tender devotion. I held to her funeral being respectable, 
like that of an aged relative or friend. All our family 
were present, and I was greatly moved by the eagerness that 
our friends showed in doing honour to a poor hnne. I 
trust that God has found her worthy of eternal rest in Him. 
Simple souls have easy ways to salvation. This poor 
girl arrived in Paris from the depths of Silesia to find 
a Catholic family in place of the one she had left ; she 
becomes a convert, puts her whole heart into loving 
a little child who becomes a priest, receives Holy Com- 
mimion several times from his hands, and finally the 
last Sacraments on her death-bed. There is something 
grand and sweet in it all, even to the miniiticd of the 
details, which shows the kind hand oi God" 
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The energy of his will, or rather of the faith which 
strengthened it, enabled the Abbe Perreyve now to 
undertake and carry on a life of active ministry that 
amazed his friends. But this was his special apostolate, 
this was the lesson he was to teach his generation — the 
power of the will to command and sustain the body 
under prolonged suffering and chronic ill health, tlie 
example of a life-long struggle in which the spirit, even 
when beaten, remained triumphant. He was justified 
in speaking confidently, as he did, of this power of the 
soul to bear up the weak vessel of clay, for he was him- 
self a living, we might say a miraculous, witness of it. 
In his " Journde des Malades," he says : " The soul carries 
the body, and makes it live and breathe as it wills. . . . 
Happy the souls whom this passion (love of work) 
possesses to the exclusion of all others. . . . The joys 
of works — I speak of Christian work, accomplished with 
sacrifice — done unto God, under His eye, and in His 
company, who shall describe them? Such work, con- 
quered in the first instance over the repugnance of the 
body, is not long in turning to a remedy." 

Alas ! he used the remedy with too little discretion, 
and it killed him. He was charged with teaching 
catechism in the Church of Ste. Clothilde, a labour 
specially delightful to him, but severely trying to his 
wounded lungs. Over and above the ordinary work of 
his ministry, in the confessional, his attendance on the 
sick, and his writing, he was in coYvslaril ^L^tsva-xA i'^'t 
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preaching, addressing meetings of young men, etc. . . . 
He was borne through the winter, however, without any 
break-down, and this impunity nerved him for fresh 
efforts. 

" What a perpetual struggle life is ! " he exclaimed, 
when a truce in the battle sent him to recruit himself at 
Eaux Bonnes; "nothing without fighting, everything at 
the cost of blood ! It is frightful, but how beautiful it is, 
too ! Why should such strength and ardour have been 
given to souls, if they were never to fight ? Let us feel 
towards the struggle like good soldiers, who hold it a 
grievance to be badly placed in battle, and grow impatient 
for action." 

This military instinct, which makes such a common 
bond bet^'een the priest and the soldier, prompted the 
Ahb6 Perreyve to apply for the post of chaplain to the 
troops going to China. God, however, had a mission for him 
nearer home for which his gifts more especially adapted 
him. We get a glimpse of the life he was now leading 
from a letter to a near relative, written on New- Year's 
Day (1861) : "... It seems that you are angry with a 
certain unfortunate chaplain of the Lyc^e St. Louis, late 
Vicar at St. Thomas d'Aquin, who has to preach, write 
books, direct a college, hear confessions, and is, in fact, 
so overpowered with work, that he is often days and 
days without embracing his father or mother, and who 
has not even the time to be ilL And I hear that you 
reproach this wretched man with not writing letters 1 
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... It is quite true that I have been installed chaplain 
to a great college. It is far too mighty a charge for me ; 
but it was laid upon me, so to speak, by the Cardinal.* 
I was for a long time a pupil of this Lyceum, a circum- 
stance which they are in hopes may incline the hearts of 
the yoimg ones towards me." 

These hopes were not belied. The Abb^ Perreyve 
possessed in a rar^ degree that "gift of prophecy" which 
St. Paul places first amongst the gifts of the Holy Spirit, 
and which he describes as the power of speaking to 
every man in his own tongue. All men understood 
him; the cultivated student, the unlettered workman, 
the little child. Each, as he listened, saw the " secrets 
of his heart made manifest," and fell down and believed. 
The potency of this divine gift was nowhere so strikingly 
displayed as in the sway which it exercised over that 
most critical and exacting of audiences, the youth of the 
Paris Lyceums. The secret of his power lay in a great 
measure in the reverence which he had for these young 
souls, in the timid respect with which he approached 
them. Pfere Gratry relates a characteristic incident of one 
of the conferences at the Lycde St. Louis : " . . . The 
subject was one of the most delicate that words can deal 
with. It was only a narrative. He related a death that 
he had witnessed, and the crime which had led thereto. 
Those who heard that story will remember it all their 
lives. They will never forget the gentle and innocent 

* Cardinal Morlot. 
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victims; two creatures, killed by one of those crimes 
which our laws do not reach, which those of America 
can and do. And when he cried out, * Yet this man, it 
appears, is a well-bred man, a gentleman with a fine 
sense of honour ; who knows ? perhaps even a religious 
man ! — Messieurs, will this be your honour ? is this the 
religion you profess?" — there followed one of those 
effects that thrill to the very centre of souls. Tears 
flowed from the eyes of these young men, and when he 
had done, many drew near and said to him, * Merely 
Monsieur, you have enlightened us for ever ! ' " 

His influence over the turbulent young population of 
Ste. Barbe was equally powerful. The director of the 
college requested him to give a conference every other 
Sunday morning. The arrangement retarded by half 
an hour the departure of the boys to their homes, and 
those who know anything of boys will commiserate the 
preacher who came to address them under such circum- 
stances. The audience, aggrieved and sullen, numbered, 
between the grand college and the preparatory school, 
nearly one thousand, when the Abb^ Perreyve stood up 
to address them. He had not, however, spoken five 
minutes when their grievance disappeared ; they listened 
with interest, finally with delight, and two days later they 
wrote to the Prefect, entreating him to let them have tx, 
conference every Sunday, instead of every fortnight; 
** Perhaps," concluded the letter, "the health and multi- 
tiidinous occupations of M. I'Abbe Perreyve may prevent 
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him acceding to our desire ; but, come what may, he has 
earned a right to count on the gratitude that we owe him 
for his devotedness, and for an eloquence so remarkable 
in itself and so sympathetic to youth." 

Here follow the signatures. 

His sermons in the church of the Sorbonne met with 
the same enthusiastic response from an audience com- 
posed of the most distinguished men in Paris. M. de 
Montalembert, coming out one day from one of those 
impassioned discourses, hurried to the preacher's house, 
and being denied admittance, left a card at his door 
with these words in pencil : " My friend, they won't let 
me in; but I want to tell you that I am moved, en- 
chanted, as I have never been, since, twenty years ago, 
he whose worthy successor you are inebriated my youth 
at Notre Dame." 

But this flame, which communicated itself to all who 
approached him, was consuming the lamp in which it 
burned. There was no concealing the fact — the days of 
the young priest were numbered. He was named pro- 
fessor at the Sorbonne, with a chair of ecclesiastical 
history in the Faculty of Theology, to which heavy 
addition to his work he thus playfully alludes : *' How 
are your good nuns ? My firm belief is, that they have 
more sound theology in their little finger than I in my 
square cap of Doctor of the Sorbonne. Beg tlieir prayers 
for a poor priest who fusses a great deal, but does very 
little good work." 
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" I have met with more success at the Sorbonne than 
I should have ventured to hope for," he says by-and-by ; 
'* the hall is full, and my audience give even too much of 
that intoxicating reward, applause. But it is sad enough 
too. How long will they applaud? Whom did they 
applaud last in this chair, and whom will they applaud 
next? If this were the sole aim of life, alas ! what a 
pitiable recompense for the vigils and labours and efforts 
of a year would a momentary thrill be. . . .'* 

Although he owned to a sense of alarming exhaustion, 
he continued without a single break in his enormous 
accumulation of work to the close of the scholastic 
year. " I have been able to carry on my lectures at the 
Sorbonne," he says, ''and to preach frequently, and the 
number of young men gathering round me has increased 
very much. Their confidence confounds me. I only hope 
it may contribute in some little degree to God's glory.'* 

Like Frederic Ozanam, Henri Perreyve exercised, 
indeed, a marvellous fascination over the minds and the 
hearts of the young, his own youth establishing a kind of 
equality which removed all barriers to perfect sympathy ; 
but the true key to his power was the love he bore them, 
the deep respect he felt for the beauty of their souls, and 
his burning desire to win them to their own salvation. 
This thirst for souls was perhaps not sufficiently controlled 
by prudence, for he squandered with reckless prodigality 
the little stock of strength which, discreetly hoarded, 
might have carried him jsafely to middle age. 
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No doubt the demand made upon him was great, and 
it was hard to resist it. " The work of ten priests was 
thrust upon him," says Fhre Gratry. "I said to him, 
^ But why do you not refuse all these things ? ' * I am 
always refusing,' was his reply. And so he was; but 
when he had refused five or seven times, the work of 
five or three still remained to him." 

Over and above his lectures at the Sorbonne, work in 
itself enough to keep him fully occupied, and this daily 
work of three or five priests, he was producing an 
incredible amount of literary work.* 

Those who saw him thus prodigal of himself, were 
urgent in entreaty and remonstrance. P^re Gratry wrote 
to him one morning : " My child, I cannot keep silent. 
I feel it my duty to warn you — to save your life, perhaps. 
It was agreed eight months ago — ^by the advice of the 
doctor — that you should take complete rest for several 
years. You know this is the steady conviction of Pere 
Lacordaire. What has he not said about it to yourself ! 
If, in spite of your friends, you persist in the life you are 

* During the seven years of his priesthood he published : 
**M^itations sur le Chemin de la Croix;" **La Joumee des 
Malades ; " ** Les Lettres du Pere Lacordaire k des Jeunes Gens ; " 
M'ith a beautiful preface. ** Les Entretiens sur TEglise Catholique," 
being the substance of his lectures at the Sorbonne, Ste. Barbe, 
and the Lycee St. Louis. **Une Station k la Sorbonne;" **La 
Pologne," which was his last work, the death-cry of his soul, pro- 
testing against the triumph of tyranny and barbarism over patriotism 
and faith ; and a number of short essays and biographies : ** Her- 
mann de Jouffroi, " "Jeanne d'Arc," ** Rosa¥enMCC\,^^ e.Vc. 
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leading, it will be almost a guilty blindness. You are in 
danger of a relapse ; who knows ? perhaps within a few 
weeks of it. Forgive me. It is the voice of sincere 
affection that speaks in this warning. If, from im- 
prudence, you become quite useless, or leave us before 
the time, we should feel that we were all maimed." 
Another Oratorian Father signed his name to this note 
under that of Pbre Gratry. 

P^re Lacordaire's expostulation came to strengthen 
these remonstrances. " This must not go on," he said to 
P^re Gratry ; " he ought to have three years' rest, not 
only for the body, but for the mind and the soul. If he 
goes on with this active, scattered life, in the first place 
it will kill him, and in the next he will not acquire the 
strength and depth and greatness that God means him to 
attain. Let him come and spend three years with me at 
Sor^ze." 

But it was no use. The voice of friendship was as of 
one crying in the wilderness, " In vain do ye spread nets 
before the feet of those who have wings." It requires 
some mightier motive than personal considerations of 
health, or even of life, to induce a priest consumed with 
zeal as the Abbe Perreyve was, to rest from his labours 
while the power of working remains. The rest in itself 
would have been exquisite enjoyment, had he been able 
to conciliate it with the work. Writing to an invalid 
friend just then banished on a holiday to Rome, he says : 
^' I guess what you must suffer in the ambulance, whilst 
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we are in the field . . . but, dear friend, I implore of 
you, don't study. Look and listen ; listen to the silence 
of Rome, along the ruins of the Appian Way, at the 
Villa Wolkonski, on the Pincio, of a morning when the 
dome of St Peter's, rising afar above the mists of the dawn, 
is lighted up by the first rays of the sun. This informs 
the soul for the rest of one's life. . • . Lounge about, 
then, and let your thoughts wander through the ages ; it 
is easy enough to do this in Rome," But these dreamy 
wanderings were a luxury in which the writer himself was 
not to indulge. His constant prayer was, " Lord, give 
me strength to work ! " 

The year 1864 opens with these words written in his 
memorandum : " Never complain of fatigue when God 
sends us a soul to console. . . . Pray to God to increase 
my courage and leave me my sufferings. . . . Ask 
God to give me back life and strength if I am to do 
good to souls and to serve His glory; otherwise let 
things go their way." 

He had come almost to the end of his strength, when 
he was requested to give a course of conferences to the 
pupils of Ste, Barbe — ^that indocile, but ardent young audi- 
ence whose sympathies he had so quickly gained and now 
firmly held. He consented at once. He had refused 
everything else this year. "But as for the conference 
at Ste. Barbe," he said to Pbre Gratry, " if I knew they 
were to kill me the day the last one was delivered, I 
should accept them all the more Tta4\\Y. Kx^^ xNsstv.- 
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commissioned officer does the same when he is ordered 
to a post of danger." There was no gainsaying the 
justice of this argument; but the fictitious strength which 
the effort evoked, enticed him to undertake others less 
imperative and sustaining. His lectures at the Sorbonne 
were exhausting him utterly; he knew this, but it did 
not induce him to give them up. *' You are wearing your- 
self outp" said a brother-in-arms, who met him one morn- 
ing coming out from a lecture. " Well," was the quiet 
rejoinder, "and what is a priest good for but to be worn 
out ? " 

The most severe trial which ill-health had brought 
him so far, was compelling him to leave the Oratory. 
This step, which had long been foreseen as unavoidable, 
had been postponed to the very last ; but it failed to 
induce the worn-out worker to take the rest which, even 
then, might have postponed the evil day. His sufferings 
increased with his weakness ; but this only fanned the 
flame of his soul. " Suffering ! " he exclaims, writing 
from his lonely room, scarcely now a home, in the midst 
of the great city ; " suffering ! How strange that we must 
always come back to this, whilst every aspiration, every 
instinct of our nature tends towards a happiness of which 
it seems almost unjust to deprive us. And what a 
strange contradiction to so many elements and beginnings 
of happiness in us. We feel so strongly, so surely, that 
happiness is close to us — only a step, and it would be 
ours/ But no, there comes that grain of dust, that 
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poverty, that nothing-at-all which spoils everything, and 
throws US back into the miseries of a heart betrayed. . . . 
All would be irreparable but for our eternal hopes; 
without this there would be nothing left but anguish and 
indignation. But we know that there lies in wait for 
us, after this season of struggle and trial, a substantial 
and blessed reality, which will be peace, understanding, 
perfect union, and the certainty of possession without 
decay and without end. Let us learn to wait, to be 
courageous, and to merit what we hope for. 
. He was now so alarmingly ill, that after the water 
cure the doctor ordered him South for the winter. The 
separation from his friends and the enforced inaction 
were a severe trial ; but he bore it uncomplainingly. 

" They say I am pretty well," he writes on New Year's 
Eve. " The other day the doctor — a worthy man — ^after 
examining me, sat down and said, ' Oh ! since Eaux 
Bonnes, it has made progress; decidedly it has made 
progress.' I, believing that he alluded to the progress 
of the disease, replied very cordially, 'My dear sir, I 
thank you for your frankness ; I had much rather know 
the truth at once.' The poor man bounded on his 
chair, and protested that the progress was in an opposite 
direction, which I was willing to believe ; but he kept on 
repeating, with his B^amais accent, * What do you take 
me for? Do you think I would tell you the truth if it 
had been unpleasant?' It was a comical scene, and 
shows, as you perceive, that there are two TCkft2CKvs\^^ \5:> 
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the word progress, according as we apply it to good or 
evil ; a luminous distinction, and as simple as it is neces- 
sary." 

The exile hailed the year 1865 with a tender invocation 
to the Consoler of the afflicted : " Virgin most blessed. 
. . . Cast a glance of pity on those who are suffering, 
struggling. . . . Have pity on those who love and are 
separated ! Have pity on the isolation of our hearts ! 
Have pity on the weakness of our Faith ! Have pity on 
the objects of our tenderness ! Have pity on those who 
weep, on those who pray, on those who tremble. . . . 
Ask for all hope and peace." 

From afar, he watched over the souls confided to him. 
" I bless you, madame, for so generously taking on your- 
self the care of those two poor souls. ... Do not 

abandon B . She is in danger. Alone in the world, 

and with her heart ! . . . You will find the remedy to 
vain and imaginary sorrows in charity, and devotion to 
the alleviation of real misery. People who suffer from 
the ideal should lodge near a hospital, and when their 
heart is bruised and overful, they should cross the street 
and go into the cancer ward, or the ward of chronic 
diseases, or the ward of the amputated. I speak from 
experience when I declare this to be a sovereign 
remedy." 

As Lent drew near, his longing to resume the active 

functions of the ministry increased, and a wail of regret, 

too resigned to be called a lamentation, escapes the 
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captive now and then. " It would be false if I pretended 
that the approach of Lent is not filling me with sorrow,*' 
he writes firom Pau to the chaplain of Ste. Barbe. " I 
had hoped that a return of strength might have enabled 
me to make a bold venture ; but it is too clear that my 
health would not bear the brunt of the battle, and that I 
must linger on sorrowfully in the ambulance. Will you 
convey my regrets to the directors of Ste. Barbe ? . . . I 
say nothing to that dear jeunesse, whom God confided to 
me for a while. I feel too keenly the strength of such 
bonds ; for I own to you that this is to me a real grief, 
just as the greatest joy I ever knew was being able to 
address those young fellows. I desire with all my heart 
that my successor may inherit the sympathy they gave 
me, and nothing would be more painful to me than to 
think that their kindness towards me should prove a 
difficulty in the way of the priest who is to address them 
this year. That is not the kind of success I aspired to 
in speaking to them of God ; and I hope and trust that, 
while remaining true to a souvenir most precious to me, 
they will welcome my successor as they welcomed me. 
You have often seen how the reception I met with at 
Ste. Barbe revived my courage and renewed my failing 
strength. Everything is in that for the poor man who 
speaks, and it is in truth the audience that makes the 
discourse." 

A month later, he says: "The thought of my dear 
Ste. Barbe leaves me no rest. It is a soTcv^^\Ti% '"iaa^ 
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goes from the head to the heart, and back again. My 
doctor can't understand this, and I forgive him. He is 
not a priest, and never preached three Lents at Ste. 
Barbe, with the prospect of a fourth." 

He was now hard at work on " La Pologne,*' which 
was to be sold for the benefit of the poor Poles whose 
cause he had so deeply at heart. This was his death- 
song. His strength was waning rapidly, and when the 
spring came, with the leaves and flowers that he loved, 
the sands were fast running down. They took him to 
Epinay at the beginning of April, and he spent a few 
weeks with his father and mother, and that sister whom 
he called the tutelary angel of his life. "I am very 
tired," he writes from the midst of them in May ; " I 
can hardly hold my pen. . • . My friends are beginning 
a novena for me after to-morrow, to end on Ascension 
Day. Adieu! storms and sunshine, clouds, blue skies, 
and songs of birds. . . . Poor little speck of this world, 
struggling to protest that it is not heaven, but that it 
awaits that eternal day, of which here and there it catches 
a stray prophetic beam 1 " 

The end of the novena brought new peace, but not 
the gift which had been asked for. The dying man 
spent long hours in his room alone, communing with 
God. He was too weak to bear for any length of time 
the society even of those dearest and most congenial to 
him ; but at his lowest ebb he could rise up to meet a 
soul that needed him. One day, a pupil from the 



|^ent( ^tmgbe. 71 



military school of St Cyr came to Epinay and knocked 
at his door. It opened at once ; the intruder was one of 
those young men who had gathered round the Abbe 
Perreyve at Ste. Barbe, and now came to make his con- 
fession. 

This was the last sacramental function his old pro- 
fessor performed. A few days later, he was taken back 
to Paris. No notable change occurred until the middle 
of June, when a long fainting fit, of which he himself 
knew nothing, caused great alarm to those about him. 
The Abh6 Bernard, a life-long friend, and his brother 
almoner at the Lyc^e St. Louis, was sent to warn M. 
and Mme. Perrevye that the danger was now imminent. 
Mme. Perre)rve, who was detained at her husband's 
sick-bed, charged the Abb^ Bernard with the solemn 
mission of annoimcing the truth to her beloved son. 

He tells us himself how the mission was fulfilled : 
" However strong a soul may be, it is a hard and painful 
task to bring it suddenly face to face with death ; but I 
was resolved to do my duty as a priest and a friend, and 
I went straight to the Abb^ Perreyve's room. It was at 
a moment when he was suffering fi:om great exhaustion ; 
and he said, on seeing me, ' Only a few minutes to-day, 
my dear friend.' A few minutes ! It was very little to 
announce so grave a truth. But I called up my courage, 
and began by stating very distinctly that the disease had 
made alarming progress within the last two weeks. To 
every word I said, however, he had z, i^2kS>^MTVTs%'^Tss;«^x^ 
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which betrayed a confidence I could not share. I prayed 
God interiorly to come to my help; He sent me this 
help through the sick man himself, who, becoming 
suddenly affected, said to me, without anything in our 
previous remarks having led to it — 

" ' One of the things I feel most in going away, is 
having to leave you alone in life.' 

"I wept with him, but I had strength to add, 'My 
dear friend, since you speak to me so openly, I must, tell 
you that we have now cause for most serious anxiety 
about you.' 

"He looked at me simply and said, *You think so?' 

" * Yes, this is our impression ; you had a very alarm- 
ing fainting fit this morning.' 

" ' Ah ? You surprise me ; I thought I was very ill, but 
not so near death. It is well ; so much the better ; then 
you must give me Extreme Unction.' 

" * That is what I was thinking of. Whom do you 
wish me to ask to do you this service ? ' 

" * You, of course — only you must let Charles know ; 
I want him to be present at this great act of my life.' 

" * He is outside, waiting for the issue of our con- 
versation.' 

" * Ah ! ' — with a look of surprise—' then let it be done 
at once.' " 

Pfere Charles Perraud came in, and the Abbd Perreyve 

clasped him in a long embrace. M. TAbb^ Bernard hurried 

ojT to fetch the holy oils from St. Sulpvce— St Sulpice, 
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where as children the friends had prayed side by side, 
where they had made their First Communion, where they 
had been ordained, and whence one of the three now 
went for the last succour for the brother who was being 
taken from them. Just as he returned, Pbre Gratry 
arrived The dying man, weak as he was, had risen, 
and dressed himself carefully, wearing only his soutane, 
as if he were going to say Mass and clothe himself in 
the sacerdotal vestments. He then passed into an 
adjoining room, where an altar had been prepared. 

" This was the last time I saw him standing up," says 
Thie Gratry ; " he had known for about an hour that he 
was condemned to death. I see him still, energetic and 
gracious as ever. ' I am full of peace. Father ; full of 
peace,' he said to me, smiling. While I live I will keep 
that picture in my heart : that soutane worn with such 
an air of proud joy, that noble bearing, that blanched 
face, those dilated dark eyes with their large, tender 
glance, and those last words, * full of peace.' " 

The last beautiful rite was performed, the anointed 
Christian joining in the responses with seraphic fervour, 
like one standing at the gates of pearl, not in fear but 
in humble exultation. Before receiving the Holy 
Viaticum, the Abb^ Bernard asked him to make his 
profession of faith, as it is customary for a dying priest 
to do, and he recited the Credo in a clear voice, with- 
out faltering and with deep emotion. Then making a 
sign that he wished to speak, he said*. "1 ^.^ ^^^^-t^ 
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of my parents — whose absence I bitterly deplore at this 
moment — for any pain I have ever caused them. I ask 
pardon of my friends for the faults they have seen me 
commit ; I thank them for their constant affection, and 
I beg of them to continue to pray for me long after my 
death. Let them not say, as too many do, and too 
quickly, ' He is in heaven.' Let them pray much and 
long for me, I implore of them ! And you, my servant, 
Theodore, I beg your pardon for all the scandal I have 
given you; you have seen me closely; it is a bad 
way for men to be seen; I commend myself to your 
prayers." 

The Te Deum was then recited, and the Viaticum 
administered. When the Abb^ Perreyve had received 
the Body of the Lord, his face shone with a celestial 
brightness. He remained wrapt in God during his 
thanksgiving, and when it was terminated, he said to 
the Abbd Bernard, " You can^t conceive what a state of 
interior joy I am in since you told me I was going to die ! " 

The Archbishop of Paris came the next day to see him. 
The moment his Grace entered the room, and before 
he could prevent it, the dying man raised himself from 
the bed, on which he lay dressed in his soutane, and 
flung himself on his knees to receive the blessing. 

Friends came in numbers to bid him farewell, to ask 

his prayers and a last word of counsel. He was touched 

with grateful surprise by these proofs of tender affection ; 

I?£/t though he responded to them with thankful love, 
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it was easy to see that his soul was already dwelling 
above all earthly ties, and yearning to be left to undis- 
turbed communion with God. His old friend and 
brother, Pfere Adolphe Perraud, came to see him, ex- 
claiming with tears, "I come to bid you farewell, 
Henri ! " 

" Ah ! '' replied Henri, " we shall not cease to work 
together for the cause of God and His Church — ^shall 
we ? I ought to be greatly troubled because of my sins, 
and yet I am full of peace. Before we part, give me 
your blessing." 

" With all my heart," replied Pbre Perraud, " but on 
condition that you give me yours." 

They blessed one another, each kissing the consecrated 
hands of the other, and then parted ; never to meet 
again in this world. 

The Ahh6 Perre)rve had said, when he first felt that 
death was advancing towards him, though he knew 
not how fast, "As I have always done everything 
quickly in my life, so I hope through the goodness of 
God to be able to die quickly." God was kind to him 
in this as in everything else. 

To the last he retained the S/an which had given to 
his soul, to his whole life, the impetus of a bird on the 
wing. It was a grand holocaust, the sacrifice of his 
young life that he was about to make with this same 
generous Slan. He had meant to do such great things 
with it ! " To do something for Go4 audi ^W5^s»'' V"^^ 
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been a thirst with him, as with other men to achieve 
fortune and position, and all things had conspired 
to promise him the fulfilment of his noble ambition. 
" Our country is lost unless it returns to the faith . • . 
and you, my child, are called to work at this regenera- 
tion," wrote Lacordaire ; and Henri Perreyve answered 
to the call with the enthusiasm of a crusader. None 
of us can, probably, form an idea of what it must have 
been to such a soul, sent forth on such a mission, 
magnificently endowed for it, to be suddenly arrested, 
and ordered away from the plough just as the smoke 
began to ascend from the fresh-made furrows. He did 
not see — this was w^hat made the sacrifice — that he had 
already sown the seed, and that a harvest would be 
gathered by those who came after him. 

Three days after he had received the last Sacraments 
he lapsed into a silence so deep and solemn that those 
friends, who hovered roimd his death-bed, knew not 
how to interpret it. Had that perfect peace, which the 
Viaticum had brought with it, passed away to be followed 
by the taste of the bitterness of death ? Was the soldier, 
struck down in his youthful ardour, casting a look of 
regret on the battle-field that he was leaving too soon ? 
The Abbd Bernard had seen many a brave and faithful 
soul pass through the Valley of the Shadow, and he 
feared that his friend was suffering from one of those 
temptations against which the' bravest are not always 
proof. He questioned him. "No," replied the dying 
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man, "God in His mercy still keeps me in the same 
state of resignation to His will ; but I own to you it 
was a disappointment and a pang to me not to have 
died when you told me I was going to die. Now 
and then the fear comes to me that my patience may 
fail if this state of waiting lasts much longer. Oh ! how 
I bless God now for having given me a simple faith 
that goes straight to Jesus Christ, and is summed up 
in that one word of His Agony, Flat ! . . . When my 
heart is heavy, I repass in spirit the grand platonic ideas 
of Eternal Beauty, and thus philosophy, too, helps me 
in its turn, and brings me back to piety/' 

Thus the Eternal Beauty, whose worship had been 
the key-note of his life, came to soften with its divine 
rays the parting struggle of the soul that was about to 
enter its presence. On the feast of Corpus Christi, 
to which he had a special devotion, he was lying on 
his bed, dressed, when the Abb^ Bernard came in, and, 
at his request, read to him the eighth chapter of the 
Epistle to the Romans, that he had always loved, and 
used to meditate upon at the foot of the Cross in the 
Coliseum. When they came to the thirtieth verse, " And 
whom He predestinated, them He also called; and 
whom He called, them He also justified; and whom He 
justified, them He also glorified," the Abb^ Bernard 
looked up to see what impression these words — which 
moved him deeply — ^had made upon his friend. Their 
eyes met; both were full of tears. T\vt i^^&fix ^^'^V '^'^* 
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Each sentence flooded their souls with a new and fuller 
emotion. Like the disciples on the road to Emmaus, 
Jesus was with them, and made their hearts burn 
within them at the inspired words. When they came 
to the last verse, " Neither life, nor death, nor angels, 
. . • nor things present, nor things to come, ♦ . . nor 
any creature, shall be able to separate us from the love 
of God,*' their hearts brimmed over, they sobbed aloud, 
and pressed each other's hands. 

"Leave me alone with God," said the Ahh6 Perreyve, 
after a long silence. Then, as his friend was leaving the 
room, he called out, " Stay ! bring me Holy Commimion 
first" The Abb^ Bernard brought it to him, and with- 
drew, full of awe, as from the presence of a great 
mystery. 

They thought he would have gone home that night ; 
but he (Ed not, and again gently expressed his dis- 
appointment, adding quickly an act of conformity to 
the Divine will. " I represent to myself the will of God 
under the form of a citadel on a high rock," he said 
to Pfere Charles Perraud: "here I take refuge, and I 
say, * I know nothing but this.' " 

But though the delay seemed long to his impatient 
soul, the end was very near. On Sunday evening the 
Sister who was watching him saw symptoms which made 
her fear for the night The next mommg his father 
and mother were sent for. 
Meantime the Abbd Bernard, who had celebrated 
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Mass for him: at daybreak, came in and said he would 
not leave him, but remain by his bedside, or in the next 
room. 

"Am I much worse?'* inquired his friend, calmly. 

"Perhaps you may wish to confess, or to receive 
Communion ; besides, I promised the Sister not to 
leave you till she returned." 

" Ah ! I understand. Then it is to be for to-day. 
We must make ready for the great combat Go at once 
and bring me the Viaticum." He remained alone for 
a long thanksgiving. 

His father and mother arrived later in the day. The 
moment he saw them entering the room, he called out, 
" We must take courage ! Love is strength ; God above 
all ! It is He who upholds in this hour of anguish ; I 
know it more than ever at this hour." 

They knelt beside him and he blessed them ; he, 
their son, but also the Lord's anointed. Then he asked 
the Sister for the crucifix, that he might kiss it is 

"Give me yours," he said, "not my own; yours 
that has been pressed by so many dying lips." 

Presently he said to his mother, " If I die to-morrow, 
it will be the anniversary of my First Communion,*' 

" Dear child," answered the mother through her tears, 
** 1 was very, happy that day ! " 

"Well, and you must be happy to-morrow, too," was 
the reply. 

He then called his sister to him, and Io\&.V^t ol 's^wssr. 
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pronounced slowly the words, "My God, I love Thee 
with all my heart, for time and for eternity." 

^^ Oh yes . . . with all my heart T^ repeated his 
friend, imprinting a long kiss upon the wounded feet 
of his Saviour. These were his last words. He grew 
oppressed ; his breath came fast and thick ; by degrees 
the breathing became faint, then inaudible ; the shades 
of death closed round him, and Henri Perreyve faded 
into life. 
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Sickness Considered as a Warning, 

Sickness withdraws a man from the world, and 
warns him to turn his thoughts to that life which 
is the only true life. Many things conspire to 
hinder us from thinking of eternity, but none, 
perhaps, more dangerously than what the Evan- 
gelist calls the pride of life — that proud sense of 
life and energy which too often lures us on until 
we reach the very brink of the grave, when awak- 
ening comes too late. 

From the first moment of our awaking, worldly 
affairs fill our thoughts. We rise refreshed for the 
day's work. Letters and newspapers lie ready to 
our hand and furnish topics of varied interest. 
We eat and drink heartily, and feel full of strength 
and vital energy. We turn aV. oi^C"^ \a ^VaXs^i^s. 
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our business may be, and give all our thoughts 
and attention to it. Things are going prosperously 
with us, our diligence brings its own reward, and 
our ship sails triumphantly down the stream of 
life. 

The day is too short for all we have to do, but 
when it is over, we join our family circle and give 
ourselves up to domestic happiness, or it may be 
We go in search of pleasure in some less quiet 
form. Night closes in, we lie down to rest, and 
sleep drops a veil over the work and amusements 
of another day. 

During sleep, the blood is calmed and cooled ; 
the vital principle is strengthened and renewed, 
the body rests. But when does the soul rest } 
How many hours do we devote to its renewal ? 

Alas ! the whirlwind of life sweeps us on with 
it, and we have become so accustomed to the rapid 
pace that the least check startles us and creates a 
feeling of alarm, such as a man experiences who, 
being run away with in a carriage, wakes up to 
find it standing still. We expect the stream of 
life to flow on high and free between its banks, 
with vessels passing up and down, freighted with 
men and things from distant lands ; we must have 
our interest kept up by shifting scenes, by the 
farewells of those who are setting sail, and the 
^J^d greetings of new arrivals ; we must have sun- 
sJiIne to make joy and victory brightet, ^tvd shade 
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to hide every ruin ; above all, we must have novelty 
and unceasing movement. If in the midst of this 
prosperous career any one ventures in the name 
of religion to turn the thoughts of the happy man 
from the gay scene of this world, and to remind 
him that true life consisteth not in the present, 
but in the life of the world to come, the warning 
is received with surprise or indifference ; the mes- 
senger is looked on as a kill-joy, a gloomy fanatic, 
and hi^ words fall unheeded to the ground. 

The children of God are not always free from 
this delusion. *They have the words of Holy 
Scripture and the teaching of the Church to warn 
and protect them, and twice at least every day 
God takes them by the hand in the silence of 
prayer; but they are often too careless to profit 
as they ought by these warnings. The spirit is 
borne down by the weight of the flesh, the salutary 
fear of death is stifled by the thrilling consciousness 
of health and strength, and the whisperings of 
grace are silenced. But, as the unsteady gaze 
of the drunken man, who sees the stars moving, 
does not affect the course of the heavenly bodies, 
so neither does the intoxication of the soul, hurry- 
ing on to death, bewildered by pleasure and 
business, change that eternal goal whither she is 
tending, or that judgment which awaits her there. 
Whether we sleep or wake on our road, the \Qutae^ 
will come to an end, and \ve s\vs\\ ^tA ovix.^^^^^ 
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some day at that bourne where dreams are dis- 
pelled by the unchangeable realities of eternity. 
Who among us dares to say that it will be time 
enough then to awake, or that it will not be a 
terrible thing to appear before Him whom Bossuet 
calls the " Reasonable God," whilst we are still 
plunged in the slough of passion and giddy with 
the wine of this world's delights ? 

I know not what the sinner thinks of this, when 
he is forced to think of it, but I know that the 
thought has made the saints tremble. 

Is it not, then, a manifest mercy to each one 
of us, an act of adorable compassion, when Divine 
Providence sends sickness to check a soul in the 
midst of this infatuation, and withdraw it for a 
time into the presence of eternity, and the com- 
panionship of suffering which has such power to 
make the body turn itself to the soul, and the soul 
to God ? 

It cost you a hard struggle in the days of your 
health and strength to turn aside from the world, 
and draw nearer to God. It needed superhuman 
strength to enable you to break loose even for a 
while from the chains, so terribly potent and 
fascinating, which bound you to the things of 
earth, to put them out of your thoughts, and 
snatch a quiet hour for meditation and prayer. 
^ut now your soul is no longer bewildered by 
tAo rush of life and the exhilarating sctvs^ o^ ^o>\\.\\ 
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and health. Your bodily energies are brought 
low, and the pride of that beauty which was the 
object of so much care, and the instrument of so 
many perilous delusions is humbled. Your physi- 
cian has prescribed silence. Obey his order, and 
make those around you obey it ; God intends 
that it should be beneficial to your soul. Recol- 
lections of your past life will crowd upon you during 
long sleepless and unoccupied hours ; do not drive 
them away. 

Look back through the course of your days, 
and compare them one with another. Which have 
been your really happy days } Those well-remem- 
bered ones when you performed some good action, 
when you made some sacrifice to God, or those 
others when you ran after your own pleasures? 
Is it not true that in proportion as you have 
forgotten God, the warmth has died out of your 
life } Go back to the innocent days of your 
childhood, to the undying memory of your First 
Communion, to the first aspirations which con- 
secrated your soul to the Divine Friend. Where 
has this Guest been since you drove Him from 
you ? You fancy, perhaps, that He has been far 
away i You are mistaken. He has been close 
to you. He is there, knocking at the door of your 
heart; He has been there all the time that you 
have been forgetting Him ; He has foreseen this 
Iiour that has come to you, >i3cv\s ^^^^'s.oxv o*l i'\^^^s:.^ 
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and recollection ; He has been patiently waiting 
like a beggar at a king's gate. He, the King 
of kings, has stood at your door, waiting. Wait- 
ing on you ! He waits, He cries out, He entreats. 
His voice has at last made itself heard. Take 
care, now, that you despise it not "To-day, if 
you shall hear His voice, harden not your hearts." * 

And you, faithful ones, whom sickness has not 
found enslaved in the bonds of the world, the flesh, 
and the devil, receive it, nevertheless, as a special 
grace, and prepare yourselves to profit by it. You 
have the faith, but' has your life been always in 
conformity with what it commands? Your soul 
may not have fallen asleep amidst the allurements 
of the senses, but has she not to some extent 
succumbed to that spiritual torpor from which the 
hand of God alone can arouse us ? Have you not 
lost that perfect peace which belongs only to a 
pure conscience and a heart stayed on God ? 
Have you held yourself detached from temporal 
things, and kept the eye of your soul steadily 
fixed on things eternal ? Look into your con- 
science. 

God calls you for a while into closer communion 

with Him. Accept humbly and thankfully the 

suffering that is sent by His loving kindness to 

purify you and draw you into converse with His 

c/jv/ne Heart. You will thus profit by the salutary 

* Psalm xciv. 8, 
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chastisement, and by-and-by you will be able to 
see that it was a blessing, and you will find the 
days too short that have been so blest to you. 

The joy of the reaper is measured by the sweat 
with which he waters the grain as he drops it into 
the open furrow. 

« 
On First Waking. 

The Sick Man, O God, Thou art my God, early 
will I seek Thee. Lord, be Thou my help from 
the first dawn of day, for Thou knowest that even 
from the beginning my strength faileth me, and 
that I shrink from the long hours of pain that I see 
before me. Time was when I awoke always with 
gladness, for I felt that each returning dawn 
brought me nothing but joy. This was in the 
days of my childhood, and life was a happy 
mystery that I was impatient to unravel. My 
mother's kisses opened my eyes, the world was 
full of promise ; I believed in happiness, I knew 
nothing of care or sorrow. Lord, as time went on, 
I learned to think differently. Thou hast taught 
me that he who has not suffered understands 
nothing, and in order that I may not be one of 
these, Thou hast laid me on this bed of suffering, 
where the hours are heavy as lead and slow as a 
passing bell. 

Lord, wilt Thou not beat \\\\?cv m^ \l \ ^^^'^•2^>^^ 
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to Thee awhile ? This burden that falls upon me 
when I awake is terrible. I know so well what the 
day has in store for me — the wearing pain that 
nothing seems to relieve, and which, like some 
pitiless torturer, is deaf to all entreaties, never 
gives me a moment's respite — the same enforced 
inaction, more fatiguing than the hardest work. 
Then there* is the distress and anxiety of those 
nearest and dearest to me, far more trying than 
any other pain. I shall have to listen with a 
cheerful countenance to foolish, commonplace con- 
dolences, and to assent with apparent belief to 
assurances which I know to be perfectly untrue. 
There will be the same remedies to repeat, ex- 
periments to undergo which have been tried over 
and over again in vain, and which make me suffer 
in anticipation more even than in reality. 

I shall have to hear all day from my sick bed 
the laughter of people in rude health passing and 
repassing under my window, while I am shut up, 
a prisoner, unable to move. All this comes before 
me the moment I awake to consciousness, and 
therefore it is that my waking is a moment full of 
dull pain and bitterness. But I will not murmur, 
my God, for this trial is like a goad, urging my soul 
to turn at once from myself to Thee and throw 
herself into Thy merciful arms. My heart will try 
to be submissive and offer itself to Thee at the 
JTiorning's dawn, before the labourer Vvas ^oive; forth 
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to his toil, and before the night-watch has left his 
post. O God ! hear my cry, and turn Thy face 
towards me, for Thou alone art my strength, and 
I have only Thee to look to for help in the long 
day that opens before me. 

TAe Comforter, My son, remember those words 
which I spoke to the chief of My Apostles, " When 
thou wast younger thou didst gird thyself, and didst 
walk where thou wouldst : but when thou shalt 
be old, thou shalt stretch forth thy hands, and 
another shall gird thee, and lead thee whither 
thou wouldst not." * In these words is set forth 
the mystery of My union with the soul ; they call 
her to the highest degree of confidence in Me of 
which she is capable, to that supreme and perfect 
act which consists in entire self-abandonment. 
These words were not spoken to My servant until 
I had three times proved the depth of his love^ 
and had three times received from his mouth the 
promise of persevering faithfulness ; by this thou 
mayest see that they are not to be listened to 
lightly, and that it is only to faithful and chosen 
souls that I address them. 

"When thou wast younger" thou didst walk 
according to thy human will, seeking thy consola- 
tion on earth, amusing thyself with the pleasures 
of this world and the sweetness of life, as children 
amuse themselves with a toy, and cry if it i^ t^kssN. 

• St. 3o\Mi'saC\» 1%. 
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from them. Then thou didst think to dispose as 
thou wouldst of thy days and of thy life ; liberty 
was the desire of thy heart. It pleased thee to 
forecast the order and consequence of actions, and 
to plan all as seemed most agreeable to thine own 
mind and senses. Youth and health appeared to 
warrant these forecastings, and nothing entered 
into them which could disturb the course of thy 
wishes. " In those days " thou didst walk whither 
thou wouldst. But dost thou think that the soul is 
called to no higher degree of perfection than this ? 
Whither would such a proud spirit of independence 
lead thee, and what service could I expect from a 
heart given up solely to its own desires and its own 
selfish happiness ? Doubt it not, My son, even as 
the vase must be broken in order that the precious 
ointment may be poured forth, so must the heart 
be broken in order that it may be enlarged and 
enlightened, filled with charity to man, and made 
fruitful in My service and to My glory. For this 
reason I have permitted the course of time to bring 
upon thee the trial of suffering and sorrow. Thou 
didst not need to grow old in order to learn that 
the dreams of childhood could not last, and that 
these passionate longings for liberty must be 
followed by that acceptable and willing obedience, 
which makes man an active victim in the service 
c?y God and of his fellow-men. Thou didst then 
^<^//7 to feel the approach oi that Divine " Atvother " 
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of whom My Gospel speaks ; thou didst under- 
stand that the " one thing needful " was to do, not 
thine own will, but His; not to accomplish thine 
own passing fancies, but to have a share in the 
woricing out of His eternal purposes. 

And who is that Divine " Another " but Myself, 
thy Friend and thy Brother ; Who suffered and died 
for man so that not one of all thy sufferings might 
be unknown to Me? Let Me, then, draw near to 
thee, and order thy life. Close thine eyes. My 
child, close thine eyes ; stretch forth thine hands, 
let Me gird thee with the girdle that I have chosen 
for thee from all eternity. Whether it be a girdle 
of cords, or of iron, or of fire ; whether it be the 
girdle of penance, of great tribulation, or of pain 
and sickness, stretch forth thy hands, and let Mq 
gird thee with the spirit of abandonment to My 
will. Nay, thou must suffer Me to lead thee 
blindfold by the hand, there whither thou wiliest 
not, and canst not will to go. What sign is there. 
My child, of thy willingness to go to pain, and 
loneliness and inactivity, to a life hidden from the 
world, to prolonged suffering ? All the instincts of 
thy human nature revolt against this invitation 
and recoil from entering on this thorny road. But 
thou must overcome thy repugnance, and like the 
little child, who walks fearlessly in the dark, hold- 
ing his mother's skirt, so do thou walk through the 
night of thy trials, holding "Mly \vawTv^^ ^tA x^^snkkjw.- 
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bering that My presence is light and comfort, 
and that he who follows Me "walketh not in 
darkness." 

Think of this on awaking at the dawn, and let 
thy first act be a brave step on this road of faith 
and abandonment. 

Tlie Sick Man, Lord, I place my life, my body 
and soul, and my whole being, in Thy hands. /;/ 
manus tuas, Domine comtnendo spiritum metim. 

The Church Bells. 

If you have ever been kept a prisoner to your 
sick bed on a lovely summer's morning, and have 
heard the bells ring out for some g^eat festival, 
and seen your friends, or your family, set off to 
join in the joyous offices of the day ; if you have 
watched from your window young men and 
maidens and little children in their Sunday clothes 
hastening to church, and longed in vain to leave 
your solitary chamber and join them, you will be 
able to enter into what I am now going to write. 

I have loved. Lord, the beauty of Thy house : 
and the place where Thy glory dwelleth. From 
my childhood I have loved the beauty of the Lord : 
yes, I loved it, and sought it, and delighted in it, 
even whilst the beauty of this world had charms 
/or me, and when I was still able to take a part 
/n Its pleasures, I Joved Thy holy offices, the 
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solemn pomp of Thy worship, the austere harmony 
of the psalms, the pealing of the organ, the flowers 
and lights, and sweet odours of Thy sanctuary. 

I loved to gaze on Thy holy altar, and see Thy 
priest lift up his hands to bestow on Thy people 
the blessing he received for them from Thee. I 
loved that little corner, where, hid away from every 
one, I was wont to kneel down and forget the 
whole world to think only of Thee. 

Lord, even then I loved the beauty of Thy 
house. How much more do I love it now that 
I am condemned to stay away from it and to 
remain an exile from Thy tabernacles. Why has 
my love for Thy courts been turned into bitter- 
ness ? For now I dread the return of Thy festivals 
instead of hailing them with delight. A feeling of 
overpowering sadness comes upon me. Solitary 
prayer wearies me. When I am reading the 
psalms all by myself, I long for the sound of their 
familiar harmonies. I grieve for all things in Thy 
house. The work-a-day noises in the street sound 
sadder and drearier on these festival days, all 
things are harder to bear. Lord, bear with my 
complaining, and cast me not from Thee in the 
hour of my weakness. 

TAe Comforter, My child, I have compassion on 
thy sorrow, and the purity of thy desires touches 
thy Father's heart. Thou grievest that thou art 
not able to join My children 2iTvd ^vV. >^\^ *Csnk«v 
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at the banquet of My holy mysteries : this sorrow 
is a proof of thy love, and places thee in the 
number of those faithful servants who cannot sing 
the glad canticle far from Jerusalem. Blessed be 
thou for this faithfulness, for in these days it is 
rare amongst the children of men ; but let it com- 
fort thy heart, instead of discouraging thee. 
Delight in the beauty of My earthly tabernacles, but 
remember that the outward pomp and ceremonial 
is only the beginning of piety, not its end. It is 
the religion of souls to whom I have as yet made 
known only a portion of My secrets, and who, 
being, as it were, in their spiritual infancy, need 
to be fed with milk, for they would not be able to 
bear stronger food. These I let stand in the outer 
courts of My temple, and give them, to aid their 
devotion, the allurements of sound, of rhythm, and 
colour, and thus I lead them to the contemplation 
of those mysteries which they would not be able 
to bear without the help of the senses. But all 
souls do not equally need these auxiliaries. Some, 
more detached from external things and human 
sensibility, can find My^ presence more easily in 
solitary meditation than in the midst of external 
rites and ceremonies. 

There are many ways by which souls may be 

raised to this higher form of love, but none is more 

powerful or efficacious than sickness, when it is 

borne In a true spirit of submlsslotv and self- 
sacrl/ice. 
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Sickness separates the Christian from the world, 
and from all that charms the senses, and makes 
a great silence round him. His body is no longer 
a source of temptation and self-delusion, but an 
instrument of sacrifice and sanctification. Sick- 
ness breaks down all the obstacles which self too 
often raises between Me and the soul. The praise 
of man is no longer sought after, the spiritual gaze 
is turned inwards, and the soul of the suflfering 
Christian finds itself alone with Me. 

Now, if thou wilt reflect. My child, on the 
strenuous efforts which My saints have made to 
arrive at this blessed solitude, and on the com- 
plaints they have uttered about the difficulty of 
reaching it, even for a season, then thou wilt 
understand the surpassing value of this first bless- 
ing which sickness brings with it. It leads the 
soul to that growing spiritual worship which I 
announced to the woman of Samaria ; when I said 
to her, " The hour cometh when you shall neither 
on this mountain, nor in Jerusalem adore the 
Father. . . . The hour cometh, and now is, when 
the true adorers shall adore the Father in spirit 
and in truth. For the Father also seeketh such 
to adore him. God is a Spirit; and they that 
adore Him must adore Him in spirit and in truth." * 

Temples of stone will pass, even My sacraments, 
which are necessary now because the sta.1^ qH \ssa:c\. 

* St. John W. 21, 22, ^v 
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here below is not the state of angels — My sacra- 
ments will pass away, and faith, and hope shall 
pass away, as I have said by the mouth of My 
Apostle ; but what will never pass away, is worship 
in spirit and truth, for this is perfect charity, and 
the soul's eternal rest in Me. 

Look upon sickness, then, my child, as an initia- 
tion into the perfect religion which will one day be 
that of the saints in heaven. Be satisfied to have 
that share in My sacraments of which sickness does 
not deprive thee, for I have so ordered that they 
may be brought to thy sick bed; and do not regret 
overmuch that which pleased thy imagination, and 
gratified thy senses in My material temple. I 
accept thy longings, because they are pure and 
innocent ; but let them not oppress thy heart, and 
remember that there is not in the whole world any 
temple or tabernacle so dear to Me as the soul of 
the just man. 

The Holy Sacrifice. 

One grievous trial of true Christians who are kept 
away from Church by sickness is that they cannot 
join in the Sacrifice of the Mass, and they feel this 
privation all the more because, being reduced by 
suffering to the condition of victims, they have 
gained a hig-her insight into the Sacrifice of the 
-^Itar. Some go no further than t\\esc ve^rets, and 
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imagine they can have no share in the August 
Sacrifice, because they cannot be present at it, and 
so end by thinking nothing more about it. Thus 
they altogether lose the blessing they might gain 
in the time of sickness by union of intention with 
the Divine Victim. These Christians do not suffi- 
ciently realize that their very weakness gives them 
a direct share in the sacrifice of Jesus Christ, and 
that in ascending the altar of pain and sorrow, to 
which God has called them, they may there cele- 
brate, in union with the sacrifice of the Cross and 
of the Altar, another real sacrifice, by which God 
may be honoured and their own salvation pro- 
moted. 

The suffering Christian may, in fact, apply to 
himself every part of the sacrifice in a true though 
figurative sense. For the doctrine of Jesus Christ 
is true in many senses, and the mind of man would 
lose itself in vain in trying to discover the infinite 
variety of meanings that it is capable of bearing. 

Mass is a sacrifice whereby the priest not only 
commemorates but veritably continues the sacrifice 
of the Cross, and applies the merits of the one 
Eternal Victim to the wants of individual souls and 
the Church universal. True to this spirit of 
remembrance and continuation, which links by an 
indissoluble chain each separate Mass to the first 
Mass on Calvary, the Church teacbe.?* \.\NaX. ^Vse^- 
cver the Holy Sacrifice is offeted w^^^O^'t^^^'^vs:^'^- 
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ficers meet in the person of the priest, represented 
by him, and acting through him. 

First, there is Jesus Christ, Eternal Victim and 
High Priest, continuing in His priests the everlast- 
ing Priesthood which He received from His Father. 
So truly present is He with His ministers that He 
commands them to say, in the act of consecration, 
not "This is the Body, and this is the Blood of 
Christ," but in direct words, "This is My Body, this 
is My Blood." 

Secondly, there is the whole Catholic Church 
communicating to her priests the mission she has 
received from her Divine Spouse to continue the 
sacrifice, and she acts and speaks through them, as 
a people acts and speaks through its ambassadors. 
Thus all souls who are united to the Church by 
the bond of charity, join, even without knowing it, 
in the oblation offered on every Altar throughout 
the world, and partake of its merits. 

Let us pause to consider these three points, and 
we shall see the suffering Christian may, in a certain 
sense, unite them in his own person. 

If the first who immolates in the person of the 
priest at the Altar is Jesus Christ himself, so may 
we dare to say that the first who suffers in the sick 
Christian is the same Jesus Christ, and that the 
personal sacrifice of the faithful soul is, like the 
Holy Eucharist (though in a less perfect way), a 
-memorial and continuation of the Sactlf^.co. of the 
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Cross. This is what the Apostle means when he 
says, " I fill up those things that are wanting of the 
sufferings of Christ."* Not assuredly that Christ's 
Passion was incomplete, or that it needed perfect- 
ing in itself, but that, being the Sacrifice of the 
whole Church, it needed to be continued by a 
voluntary acceptance of it on the part of God's 
children. In every sick Christian, therefore, Christ 
suffers, as in every celebrant He offers Himself up. 
He alone gives to both sacrifices a permanent 
balm. He alone obtains for each oblation a bless- 
ing which shall never end. 

Beware, therefore, child of God, of despising 
your infirmity ; for like unto those martyrs of 
primitive times who took the name of Christ- 
bearers, so do you also bear within you the suffer- 
ing Christ, and perpetuate by your sacrifice the 
sacrifice of His Passion. You are too weak and 
too miserable, it may be, to think of your sufferings 
without sadness ; but turn your eyes from self, and 
as the priest at the altar, whilst penetrated with his 
own unworthiness, still recognizes in himself the 
presence of the spotless High Priest, so may you, 
clothed with the priesthood of suffering, see Christ 
Jesus who suffers and offers up Himself within 
you. 

The second participator in the sacrifice of the 
Holy Eucharist is the Universal Church ; and &1\q.^ 

* Col. \. 24, 



I04 GTounseb to tSe Sbtcfc. 

too, is to be found sharing in the sacrifice of the 
afflicted Christian, increasing his virtues and profit- 
ing by his sufferings. This is one of the outcomes 
of the beautiful doctrine of the Communion of 
Saints, through which we know that the same laws 
which rule the inner life of God, by binding the 
Three Persons in One Godhead, also govern the 
Christian community, and bind the different mem- 
bers of the Church in one individual Unity. Thus 
the same Life animates all those souls who arc 
united to the Church by the same bond of charity. 
Not one of these souls can think, or love, or act, 
without influencing the general state of the rest ; 
still less can any Christian suffer and the whole 
Church not suffer with him ; nor can any fresh 
merit accrue to him, and the whole Church not 
share therein. This is also the doctrine of St. Paul, 
when he says, " But now there are many members 
indeed, yet one body. Yea, much more those that 
seem to be the more feeble members of the body, 
are more necessary. And if one member suffer 
anything, all the members suffer with it ; or, if one 
member glory, all the members rejoice with it. 
Now you are the body of Christ, and members of 
member."* Nothing, then, should be farther from 
the thoughts of God's children, when the fire of 
tribulation overtakes them, than the idea of isola- 
tjon. We may broadly assert that the word 

* I Cor, xii. 20, 22, 26, 27. 
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isolation is not a Christian word, for a Christian is 
never alone, and the soul " in which Divine grace 
dwells bears within itself the very Presence of God 
and^of His Church. But in the case of acceptable 
suffering and self-sacrifice, this feeling of isolation 
IS more especially false, and contradicts all that we 
know and believe respecting the mystery of the 
union of soiils. 

Know, thei\, suffering Christian, that as the priest 
does not offer the Holy Eucharist alone, nor reap 
the benefit of it alone, neither are you alone nor 
forsaken on the altar of your sufferings. The whole 
Church is there with you. Never imagine, then, 
that your sufferings are lost, or that the silent 
strivings of your patient love are thrown away. Do 
you not know that the most obscure priest who 
celebrates at the Altar of a remote village church, 
enriches from the depth of his solitude the treasure 
of the Church universal, and adds, so to speak, to 
the glories of heaven } A power something like 
this now belongs to you. All that you suffer is the 
common treasure of souls, and the revelations of 
the Last Day will reveal to you such and such 
unknown fellow Christians, whose conversion and 
eternal happiness you will have unconsciously 
obtained. 

Lastly, the third sacrificer who takes part in the 
Holy Sacrifice is the priest himself. The A^o's.^V^ 
says th3Lt he *' offers up sacrifice ^t?X lox ^^^^ ^^^^ 
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sins, and then for the people's," * Hence, whatever 
may be the special intention for which the Holy 
Sacrifice is celebrated, the priest has a special share 
in the merits of the Victim, and, except in cases 
too terrible to think of, he never comes down from 
the Altar -without having received an increase of 
faith and love. The law of justice ordains that 
whoever offers a sacrifice should profit by it ; or, 
as It IS expressed in the Ordinary,." they that serve 
the Altar, partake with the Altar." t Partake, then, 
O sufferer, of the altar of your soul. Let nothing 
be wasted in vain murmurings, or lamentations ; 
let nothing lessen the fulness of the merit with 
which God is waiting to reward your patience. 

The Apostle makes known to us in a few words 
the surprising greatness of this reward : " The 
sufferings of this time are not worthy to be com- 
pared with the glory to come, that shall be revealed 
to us." t And again : " For that which is at present 
momentary and light of our tribulation, worketh 
for us above measure exceedingly an eternal weight 
of glory." § 

The Holy Sacrifice,— coutmued 

Having now realized the value of your sacrifice 
and the high dignity of your priesthood, ascend the 

* Heh vji, 2*j, t I Cor. ix. 13. 

t Kom. yiii, 18. % 2 Cor. Vv. i^. 
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altar which God's hand has prepared fgr you from 
all eternity, and do not hesitate to pronounce the 
first words of the holy sacrifice Introibo ad altare 
Dei, " I will go unto the altar of God." 



Introit, 

" I will go " up, O Lord, early in the morning, 
" unto the altar " where Thou dost require at my 
hands the sacrifice of my own will, and of all the 
longings of my heart. 

O God, Who wast the joy of my youth. Thou 
canst renew it as the eagle's, and give me back all 
my health and my strength, if so they may tend to 
Thy glory. 

"For Thou art the God of my strength, why 
hast Thou cast me off ? and why do I go sorrowful 
whilst the enemy afflicteth me ? " 

"Send out Thy Light and Thy Truth," for 
through them only can I be set free from all vain 
and worldly desires, and be enabled to ascend with- 
out faltering the Calvary to which Thou art pleased 
to call me. 

" Why art thou sorrowful, O my soul ? and why 
dost thou disquiet me ? " 

'* Hope in God, for I will still give praise to 
Him : Who is the salvation of my countenance and 
my God." 
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Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to 
the Holy Ghost : 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever 
5hall be, world without end. Amen. 

By my weakness and by my strength, by my life 
and by my death, may God the Holy Trinity be 
glorified, now and for ever. Amen. 

Confiteor. 

I confess to Almighty God, to the blessed Mary 
ever Virgin, and to all the saints, that I have 
deserved by my sins all the pains that I am now 
suffering, and that my illness is the just chastise- 
ment of my ingratitude and hardness of heart. 
How often have I abused my strength and health 
for the gratification of my caprices and sinful in- 
clinations ! How often have I put off till the 
morrow the accomplishment of my good resolu- 
tions, and obedience to the call of grace ! How 
often have I presumptuously counted on length of 
days and the patience of a merciful God ! Lord, 
I should still be in the midst of these vain dreams 
had not Thy merciful hand awakened me by suffer- 
ing, and sent me this illness in order that I might 
think seriously of my ways, and consider the work 
of my salvation. 
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The Kyrie Eleison. 

O God, look down at least with compassion on 
the present disposition of my heart ; forget my 
base ingratitude, and remember only the misery 
and need of Thy servant ! 

Lord have mercy on me ! Christ have mercy 
on me! 

The Gloria in Excelsis, 

Glory be to God in the highest heaven, and peace 
on earth to men of good will ! Peace ! Oh ! my 
Saviour, I have learned that it is not to be found 
in the possession of sensible goods, but in the heart 
which has preserved its innocence unsullied, or 
regained it by repentance. I was troubled often 
in the pleasures of that selfish, barren life which I 
lived far from Thee : one thing was wanting to my 
happiness — peace. And lo! peace has entered 
into my soul by suffering, because suffering ac- 
cepted brings with it order, and order breeds calm, 
I feel that all things are now in their right place, 
A God of love is no longer outraged ; a sinner is 
mourning over his sins and expiating them : these 
tears and pains are reconciling practice with mercy. 
Oh, my Lord Jesus ! I adore this, the work of Thy 
hands ; only make it complete by washing away 
from Ttiy heart all the stams >3cva\. ^v^^*^^^^ ^^' 
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Lamb of God, Who takest away the sins of the 
world, have mercy on me ! 

Qh, Thou Who sittest at the right hand of the 
Father, have mercy on me ! 

For Thou only art holy, Thou only art most 
high. Thou only art omnipotent, Jesus Christ with 
the Holy Spirit in the glory of God the Father. 
Amen. 

TJie Collect, 

O God, Who in teaching us to pray, has bidden 
us say, " Father, Thy will be done," help me from 
the bottom of my heart to enter into the spirit of 
these Divine words. Enable me to place myself 
entirely in Thy hands, that so I may from hence- 
forth find all my hope and happiness in accom- 
plishing Thine adorable and eternal will ; through 
Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

The Epistle, 

" For we would not have you ignorant, brethren, 
of our tribulation, which came to us in Asia, that 
we were pressed out of measure, above our strength, 
so that we were weary even of life. 

" But we had in ourselves the answer of death, 
that we should not trust in ourselves, but in God 
VJho raiseth the dead. 
'' Who hath delivered and doth ddwet us out of 
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so great dangers : in whom we trust that He will 
yet also deliver us."* 

I have felt throughout my whole being this 
^' sentence of death " of which the Apostle speaks, 
and his words show me clearly that I must not 
trust in this short and uncertain life, but only in 
Thee, the Lord of all life, Who canst, if such be 
Thy will, raise up even the dead from their graves. 

This, then, O Lord, is often the object of that 
menace of death which the sick man feels in the 
fading away of his' health and strength. Thou 
wouldst have him learn from this warning voice 
that he has not in himself the principle of life, but 
that he must look above and turn to God for 
safety. When he has duly profited by this sacred 
warning. Thou dost lead him back from the brink 
of the grave to life, and restore to him that strength 
which he has now learned to look upon as only 
lent to him by Thee. Will it be thus with me, O 
Lord ? I may indeed hope so, for the remem- 
brance of Thy mercies in the past bids me hope 
all things in the future. . 

T/ie GospeL 

" As He was speaking these things unto them, 
behold, a certain ruler came up, and adored him, 
saying : Lord, my daughter is even now dead ; 

♦ 2 Cor. \. E. 
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but come, lay Thy hand upon her, and she shall 
live. 

"And Jesus rising up followed him, with his 
disciples. And, behold, a woman who was troubled 
with an issue of blood twelve years, came behind 
him, and touched the hem of his garment. For 
she said within herself: If I shall only touch his 
garment, I shall be healed. But Jesus turning, and 
seeing her, said : Be of good heart, daughter, thy 
faith hath made thee whole. And the woman was 
made whole from that hour. 

" And Avhen Jesus was come into the house of 
the ruler, and saw the minstrels and the multitude 
making a rout, He said : Give place, for the girl is 
not dead, but sleepeth. And they laughed him to 
scorn. And when the multitude was put forth, he 
went in, and took her by the hand. And the maid 
arose. And the fame hereof went abroad into all 
that country. And as Jesus passed from thence, 
there followed him two blind men, crying out, and 
saying, Have mercy on us, O Son of David. And 
when he was come to the house, the blind men 
came to him. And Jesus saith to them. Do you 
believe that I can do this unto you ? They say to 
him. Yea, Lord. Then he touched their eyes, say- 
ing, According to your faith be it done unto you. 
And their eyes were opened, and Jesus strictly 
charged them, saying. See that no man know this. 
A.nd Jesus went about all their cities and towns, 
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teaching in their synagogues, preaching the Gospel 
of the kingdom, and healing every disease and every 
infirmity y * 

Lord, how consoling to me at this moment, are, 
above all, the last words of this Thy Gospel! 
Every infirmity. No human suffering, however 
mean and pitiful, was despised by Thee during 
Thy mortal life, and Thou wert as full of compas- 
sion for the miseries of the body as for those of 
the soul. It is not so with men. Those who are 
readiest to exhort others to patience have often 
never suffered themselves, and they preach heroism 
all the more easily because of their little experience 
of pain or trial. But Thou, my Saviour, speakest 
as one who knows all things. Thy compassion is 
wide and deep enough to make room for all our 
infirmities. Thy Heart feels all our sorrows and 
comforts them. How can I ever adequately trust 
this Heart of Thine, so full of love and pity! 
Teach me to come to Thee with confidence, and 
pour forth to Thee the complaint which Thou wilt 
not despise. 

The Offertory, 

Lord, Thou dost not despise my sufferings, and 
still less wilt Thou disdain my free and [willing 
sacrifices, whereby at this time I make myself^ as It 

* St. Matt. IX. 1%. 
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were, a victim for Thine Altar, offering to Thee 
fully and entirely, my whole self, my body, my 
soul, and my spirit in acknowledgment of Thy 
sovereign power over me and all Thy creatures, to 
adore Thee as my Lord and my God, to thank 
Thee for all the benefits which Thou hast bestowed 
on me and mine, to appease thine anger which my 
sins have greatly provoked, and to obtain for Thy 
whole Church those graces and blessings of which 
she stands in need. . . 

To Thee, O Lord, do I offer this sacrifice of 
myself and my sufferings, beseeching Thee to 
receive it, to bless and sanctify it, that so it may 
be acceptable as a sweet smelling perfume in Thy 
sight. In humility and contrition of heart. Lord, I 
offer myself to Thee as Thy victim. Grant that 
my sacrifice may be pleasing to Thee, my Lord and 
my God ! Come, Holy Spirit, Almighty and 
Eternal God, and bless this sacrifice humbly offered 
for the love of Thy Holy Name. 

Lavabo inter innocentes. 

I will wash my hands amongst the innocent, 
I will compass Thy altar with love, and give 
Thee thanks for having purified my hands by the 
fire of tribulation, and for having begun the con- 
version of my heart. Finish Thy work. Lord ; 
separate me from the children of ttvls world who' 
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live for blood, and gold, and understand nothing 
about Thy Cross. Strengthen my soul, in silence 
and retreat ; make my will straight and strong. 
Grant that when I regain my liberty, if such be 
Thy will, I may walk henceforth in innocence, and 
that my feet may never more stray from the right 
'path, but that I may take Thy part with a fearless 
voice amongst the assemblies of men, and devote 
myself to praising and blessing Thee ! 

Orate Fratres. 

My brethren, help me with your prayers that I 
may fulfil my sacrifice. 

Christian, may the Lord receive the sacrifice of 
thy patience for the glory of His name, for thy 
benefit and for that of the Church universal. 



The Preface, 

Sursum corda ! Let me no longer give way to 
vain complainings, nor hearken to faint-hearted 
counsels, nor ought which could lead me back to 
earthly things. 

O my God, I would now fain forget myself, and 
losing sight of my own misery, look only at Thee. 
Many a soul is made desolate by dwelling on self 
rather than on Thee, Source 'of all beauty^ ^.VV V>fe^ 
and aJJ perfection I 
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And yet how good it is to turn away for a time 
from the sad and weary sight of one's own little- 
ness, and to lose one's self in the bright light of Thy 
glory ! 

Let me, then, O Lord, lift up my voice and join, 

all unworthy as I am, in the songs of the blessed, 

as with the accents of unfailing hope I sing from 

the depth of my sufferings, " Holy, holy, holy, 

' Lord God of Sabaoth. 

" Heaven and earth are full of Thy glory. 

" Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the 
Lord." 

TAe Canon, 

O Lord, I unite my prayer not only to the ever- 
lasting praises which the angels sing at Thy feet, 
but also to those which Thy Church has re-echoed 
from the beginning by the mouths of her Apostles, 
her Martyrs, her Patriarchs, her Virgins, and all 
her faithful members, whether they have departed 
out of this world, or are still dwelling here. 

Let my sacrifice be joined to the sacrifice which 
Thy Church unceasingly offers to Thee. From 
the time that Thy blood was shed for her upon 
the Cross, she. Thy faithful spouse, filled with a 
like love for Thee, has never ceased to pour out 
her own blood for Thy glory. Jealously desirous of 
making some return for Thy \ove, ^rld ^s though 
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inflamed with heavenly emulation, day by day she 
dies for Thee, and so continues, for love of Thee, 
to be what the Apostle calls her when he says, 
" We are accounted as sheep for the slaughter." * 

God forbid that I should ever be shut out from 
the benefits of that all-prevailing sacrifice, that my 
oblation should be lost by being separated from 
the oblation which Thy Church offers to Thee. 
Unworthy as is my sacrifice, small as are my 
sufferings compared with those of Thy saints and 
martyrs, I yet unite the little that I suffer to the 
great work of their patience, so that by this august 
union my trials may acquire an efficacy which of 
themselves they could never obtain. 

TAe Memento, 

Permit me, O Lord, in virtue of that communion 
which unites all the souls justified by Thy love, 
to offer Thee my sufferings for the spiritual and 
temporal good of those who are dear to me, and 
of all whom I remember at this moment, also for 
the souls detained in purgatory. There is nothing 
in our Holy Faith more clearly established than 
the power of Christian suffering, united to prayer, 
for obtaining graces, and applying them to the 
souls of those we love. May my prayers and 
sufferings be thus availing through Thy holy ©race, 

* Rom. "vm. "^b. 
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TJie Consecration, 

And now all is ready for the supreme act of 
sacrifice. . There only remains to lay hands upon 
the Victim and give Him the death-blow which is 
necessary for every immolation. 

In the holy sacrifice Thou dost constitute Thyself, 
Lord, truly a victim by the distinct consecration of 
Thy body and blood, so that the sword of the 
priestly word still separates symbolically that 
which, since Thy resurrection, is in reality in- 
separable ; for " being risen from the dead, Christ 
no longer dies ; death has no longer any power 
over Him." It is this mystery of mystical separa- 
tion and death, remembrance and continuation of 
the dolorous separation and death on the Cross 
which Thou dost now propose to my soul. Now 
the time has come when I must die with Thee, 
as the Apostle understood it when he exclaimed, 
" Let us also go up and die with Him ! " 

It will not do to stop at the foot of Calvary, as 
so many cowardly souls do ; we must go up and 
lay ourselves down upon the Cross with Thee. 

O Lord Jesus, in union with that sovereign will 
by which at Thy command death died, and ac- 
complished its work in Thee, I accept that same 
death in the spirit of sacrifice for Thy glory, for 
Thy lovt, for the salvation of those whose names 
are known to Thee, and for my o^tv s^.\n^1vou. 
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I accept death in my mind by submitting to 
be deprived of the power of working and of all 
intellectual effort. I accept it by resigning myself 
to this cruel inaction to which illness condemns me. 

I accept death in my heart, even if it is to 
deprive me of the enjoyment of my dearest affec- 
tions, and keep me at a distance from them, or 
banish me from the joys which other nien pursue, 
and condemn my life to solitude. 

Above all, I accept death by renouncing the 
choice of my own will and by walking where Thine 
leads me, and by consenting to follow Thee, Lord, 
in that darkness of uncertainty which is the 
greatest of all trials. Finally, I accept death in 
my flesh, submitting in faith and hope to Thy 
supreme decree, consecrating my last hour to 
Thee, and breathing forth my last sigh at Thy 
feet beforehand in a spirit of sacrifice and as a 
last proof of my love. 

The Communion and End of the Sacrifice. 

What remains to me now, O Lord, in order to 
finish my immolation, and render it acceptable to 
Thee, but to unite it to Thine and to say with Thy 
Apostle, " It is no longer I who suffer ; it is no 
longer I who die ; it is no longer I who offer up 
myself, but it is Christ Jesus, Who suffers^ Wk<3 
offers Himself up, Who dies vtv m^r O W^^^^^ 
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communion with the holy death of Jesus ; O 
blessed death united to His death ; O death more 
fruitful than life itself; O death who art so trans- 
formed, that the nearer I behold thee, the more I 
lose sight of all that was wont to terrify me in 
thee ! Thou art death still, and so my bodily 
nature is startled and confounded at thy presence, 
for thou art a thing contrary to nature ; the hand 
of sin gave thee thy being, and not the hand of 
God. But now, clothed as thou art with the Blood 
of Jesus, covered with His love, adorned with His 
name, transfigured by the remembrance of Him, 
Thou art to me another name for the Cross. Lord, 
I am not worthy to enter into the depth of Thy 
mysteries ; say only the word and my soul shall be 
healed. 

Lord, teach me to unite my sacrifice to Thine, 
and to be one with Thee upon the Cross. 

Lord, do Thou present to Thy Father the free 
offering of a soul which would fain die in spirit 
with Thee, in order to live henceforth only in Thee. 

Grant, O Lord, that having thus found in the 
extremity of my weakness a means of glorifying 
Thee, I may never neglect to make due use of it. 

Grant that, in the oblation and consummation 

of my sacrifice, I may find that treasure of strength 

which is to be found in every work that is done 

for love of Thee and to Thy glory. Let my 

willing submission to death, when utvvted to and 
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transformed by Thy death for us sinners, teach 
me the secret of true resurrection to the fulness 
of life, whether it be Thy will that I should find 
it in a longer continuance in this world, or in a 
speedy departure to that better one where there 
will be no more sickness, nor suffering, nor tears, 
nor parting, nor change, nor death ; but eternal 
joy, peace, possession, and love. Amen. 

Thanksgiving. 

The Sick Man, " Thou wilt turn, O God, and 
bring us to life, and Thy people shall rejoice in 
Thee. Shew us, O Lord, thy mercy ; and grant 
us Thy salvation. I will hear what the Lord God 
will speak in me : for He will speak peace unto 
His people : 

"And unto His saints: and unto them that are 
converted to the heart." * 

The Comforter, Thou art wise, O my Son, in 
that thou doubtest not the mercy and love with 
which I look upon those souls who turn to Me 
in sincerity. I have heard thy prayers, and the 
voice of thine offering has come up before Me. 
Thou hast made generously that oblation of thy- 
self of which the bloody sacrifice of My servant 
Abraham was but a figure. Recall to mind the 
thought of it. It will teach thee that I often prove 

* Psalm Ixxxw. 7-9. 
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the faith of My elect ones, without requiring at 
their hands the accomplishment of the sacrifices 
to which I seem to call them. It is enough, in 
such a case, if I implant in their souls a sincere 
desire to give up everything for My glory. 

Thou hast willingly accepted death at My hands; 
it is well, my son ; the resolutions and the prayers 
which thou hast offered to Me in this spirit of self- 
oblation I have heard and blessed. Dwell no 
longer on the thought of death ; the season for 
such thoughts is past. 

It is life, My son, which should always spring 
up for thee out of meditation on death. Hear 
and consider the words of My Apostle : " For you 
are dead; and your life is hid with Christ in God."* 
He begins by saying, " For you are dead,'* and 
it might seem as if nothing more need be added, 
for why should any words be addressed to the 
dead ? But his next words are of life — " And your 
life is hid." This same death then only hides 
life, gathers it up, encloses it carefully, and so it 
is nourished, strengthened in secret till the day 
" when Christ shall appear, who is your life ; then 
you also shall appear with Him in glory." f 

Thou knowest not. My son, when this glorious 
day shall be, and if I have not made it known 
to thee, it is because the knowledge of it would 

* Col, in, J, t Col. iii. 4. 
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not tend to advance thy salvation. Thou needest 
only to know that it will surely come, and that 
it is near at hand even now. 

For these words may be taken in many senses, 
as often happens in My Word. Thy return to life 
in the revelation of My glory may signify the 
reward which awaits thy labours when this mortal 
life shall be ended, and thou shalt enjoy unchang- 
ing rest in the company of My saints. It may 
also mean that I have still work for thee to do 
in this world, and that, after having trained thee 
in the seclusion of trial, and under the shadow 
of approaching death, I may, in the day when 
it shall please Me, break open the grave of thy 
weakness, and give thee such strength as shall 
make thee unexpectedly fruitful in good works 
to My glory. 

My son, the soul can accomplish nothing great 
in My service unless, like Me and with Me, she has 
passed through death. The children of this world 
cannot understand these words, and amongst the 
many divine axioms which scandalize them, this 
seems to them one of the hardest and most foolish. 
And yet,' were St. John the Baptist, St. Paul, 
St. Jerome, St. Chrysostom, St. Athanasius, were 
these, My saints, men according to this world ? 
Nay, they were dead and buried to the world, and 
yet "their sound hath gone forth into all t\\a. 
earth ; and their words uv\\.o \.\\^ ^tA^ '^^ *^^ 
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world." * Thou seest, then, that dying to them- 
selves, to their own desires and will, is no reason 
for My sons to doubt of their future usefulness 
in advancing My glory. This is, on the contrary, 
the beginning of their vocation, and the mark of 
My favour. When all human instrumentality fails, 
let them believe that their hour draws near, for 
I work only through death. Thou hast striven 
to do this. So, be at rest. Drink the cup to the 
dregs ; let those around thee weep over thee as 
useless and incapable of any service in this world. 
Bear it all in silence. Give Me yet a little time. 
Let Me be the judge of thy days, and await in 
unshaken confidence the hour of thy resurrection. 
That hour, which will strike in time, has been fixed • 
from all eternity. 

" Sufficient for the Day is the Evil 

THEREOF." 

My brother, when trials come upon you, do not 
weary yourself by looking into the future, and 
trying to forecast the extent and the duration 
of your sufferings. There is no labour on earth 
more fruitless, no trouble more unavailing. Afflic- 
tion comes upon us without any possibility of our 
foreseeing it, and as suddenly leaves us when we 
have lost all hopes of relief. This is why the wise 

* Psalm xviii. 5. 
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man lives in a state of suspense, being neither too 
confident in prosperity, nor too depressed in adver- 
sity. The wisdom of this course was well known 
to ancient philosopljy, and the poet counsels it 
in those beautiful lines where he says : " Stir up 
thy courage and thy strength in the day of adver- 
sity ; and be not less wise in prosperity ; but 
when the fair wind blows, spread not out all thy 
sails without reserve." But this philosophical un- 
certainty, inasmuch as it was only grounded on 
doubt and distrust, brought neither hope nor con- 
solation to mankind. It was left for Christianity 
to give a foundation of Faith to uncertainty itself. 

" Be not solicitous, therefore," saith the Lord 
Jesus, "for your Father knoweth that you have 
need of all these things. Be not, therefore, 
solicitous for to-morrow," He repeats, "for the 
morrow will be solicitous for itself. Sufficient 
for the day is the evil thereof" * 

Our Lord speaks in the first place of tAe Father ^ 
next he speaks of the Day, and seems to imply 
that, in the very fact of this division of life into 
days, there is a source of comfort and of rest. Let 
us try to understand this. 

I. "Your Father knoweth that you have need 
of all these things." What motive there is in this 
for rest and confidence ! I do not know what 
is to be the end of My sickness ; I can foresee 

♦ St Matt. \\. "ii, ^v 
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nothing, either as to its duration or its ultimate 
issue. But there is One who knows ; One who 
foresees all ; One who guides my steps with un- 
erring wisdom, whilst I walk J^lindly on ; and this 
Almighty One is my Father! He is not less 
powerful than wise, nor less loving than powerful ; 
Infinite in the threefold Unity of His wisdom. His 
power, and His love. 

Assuredly, if we hold it true that a virtue is given 
to earthly parents, whereby they are enabled to see 
further into the future, than their light-hearted, 
inexperienced children and to guard them in that 
future, through the wisdom and foresight of their 
love, what must we think of that Father, Who, 
though He is the Ruler and Creator of all the 
worlds, cares for each particular one of us, as if 
each one were His sole concern } 

This all-wise and loving Father has me ever in 
His sight ; He sees my sufferings ; His knowledge 
is not limited to the past ; He knows and foresees 
what the morrow has in store for me ; He propor- 
tions my trials to my strength, and will never allow 
them to be greater than I can bear. 

"But," the sufferer may argue, "why has not 
this omnipotent and loving Father saved me from 
this furnace of tribulation t You say that He can 
do all things, and that He loves me ; if so, He might 
have prevented the evil that He foresaw." 
And why should He have prevented it ? Has it 
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done you any real harm ? Has your soul become 
less pure since this trial has overtaken it? Has 
not the fire of suffering, on the contrary, rendered 
it more free from its passions and evil inclinations, 
and purified it, and so made it more capable of 
understanding the sorrows of others, more humble 
and compassionate — in a word, more like unto God 
Himself ? 

Believe what our Blessed Lord tells you, that 
your Father always watches over you, that He sees 
and knows your needs. Be sure that all which has 
come upon you hitherto has been for the good of 
your soul, and leave to that foreseeing and loving 
Father the care of the days that have yet to run. 
Do not wear yourself out in worrying about an 
unknown future, but try to live well each day as 
it comes, for "sufficient for the day is the evil 
thereof." 

II. " For the day'* It was not without a purpose 
that the Father of mankind divided time and life 
by this measure of days, and it concerns us to 
enter, as far as may be, into the wisdom of this 
divine intention, and to learn to use aright each day 
as it is given to us. 

If the most diligent workman were shown a large 
building, and ordered immediately to erect a similar 
one, his heart would fail him, and he would give up 
all idea of attempting an undertaking so far beyond 
his strength. But if the atcVi\\.ec\., m^X.^*^^ ^*n^ ^'^^ 
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hibiting the whole plan pf the building at once, 
only allotted him a reasonable piece of work at a 
time, portioning out every morning his task for the 
day, then the workman would set about it cheer- 
fully, and the building would be rooffid in before he 
had realized the magnitude of the undertaking. 
So it is with the building up of our own salvation. 
If the Divine Architect were to show to each of us 
human toilers the task that must be accomplished 
before we attain to rest, we should be overwhelmed 
at the sight, and give up in despair. But the wise 
Architect of our eternal happiness knows how to 
order the labour of his children. He hides from us 
the complete plan of the work, and only lets us see 
it bit by bit. He divides our task ; He reckons 
the hours of our day ; He portions out the burden 
according to our strength. The task which he 
allots us each morning is all that it concerns us to 
know. Let us strive to do it well, and when the 
evening comes, let us, like the good workman, not 
trouble ourselves about the labour of the morrow, 
but receive our day's wages, and turn homewards 
with a contented heart. 

" Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof." Is 
not the portion of suffering and striving which the 
Divine Master has allotted to you to-day sufficient } 
Why do you keep looking out for the burden 
which will only come to-morrow ? Thank God for 
having hidden it from you ; thatvk Hitcv for having 
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ordered the succession of times and seasons, so as 
to give rest to a nature so frail and so incapable of 
unbroken effort. 

A day will come when this succession of seasons 
will cease. The last sun of the world will set, to 
be followed by the endless dawn of the eternal day. 
Then we shall see at one glance the amount of 
work which, by the help of God, and His merciful 
division of our labours, we have been able to 
accomplish during life. I cannot but think that the 
elect will then be surprised at the extent of their 
own work, and that, whilst ascribing to God alone 
all the glory thereof, they will nevertheless wonder 
that it should have been achieved by them. Just 
as when the poor artisan, after having toiled through 
the long summer days, stands amidst the crowd 
before the majestic building which his hands have 
helped to raise, and hears them praising its magnifi- 
cence and its strength, we can fancy him wondering 
whether he can really have had a share in carrying 
out so grand an edifice, and feeling genuine admira- 
tion for the architect, who, with short-lived men for 
his instruments, has raised a monument that will 
endure throughout the ages. How much more 
shall we exult in the blessed revelation of our 
earthly labours when the great day of reward shall 
come ! Dazzled by the glories and beauties of that 
living Jerusalem, which, under God's ^t^.c^^ ^>ax 
strivings and sufferings in tlcvvs vioAdi Acv^m^V^-^^ 
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to build, we shall exclaim wonderingly to the 
angels, " How can the endeavours of a few passing 
years have sufficed to create such a glorious work!'* 
And their voices will answer, " Sufficient for the 
day is the evil thereof." 

"We are Unprofitable Servants." 

" We are unprofitable servants." These are 
assuredly true words, in that they ascribe all glory 
to God alone ; and humble words, since they abase 
us in His sight, and remind us that we are never 
necessary to the accomplishment of His designs. 
But, in order that they may not lose their true 
meaning, we must take care to understand them 
rightly, and to use them in the sense in which our 
Blessed Saviour pronounced them. For we may' 
use them in a true spirit of humility, after having 
accomplished the most heroic labours ; or, in a 
spirit of discouragement and indolence, after yield- 
ing without a struggle to our slothful inclinations, 
and then seeking an excuse for this self-indulgence 
in expressions of cowardice and false humility. 

The state of languor to which a lingering illness 
reduces us predisposes us to faint-heartedness, and 
unless we make vigorous effiDrts to shake off this 
torpor, we shall end by giving way to it altogether, 
to the great prejudice of the body as well as of the 
soul; for the body is weakened ^7 rcvtxvtal weak- 
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ness, and thereby rendered less fit to resist the 
attacks of sickness. When illness is upon us, or 
has left behind it a state of chronic exhaustion, we 
are apt to become absorbed in the consideration of 
our own sufferings. We listen eagerly to well- 
meant but mistaken advice on this subject, and 
give up reading and everything else which would 
serve to divert our minds, but which at the same 
time requires some exertion. The soul sinks, so to 
speak, with the body, and makes no attempt at 
reaction towards life. Religion itself has no longer 
power to lift up the soul thus borne down to earth ; 
nay, the poor soul contrives to justify its own weak- 
ness, by answering to every appeal to its prostrate 
energy, " We are unprofitable servants." 

But all have not an equal right to use these 
words, and none less so than they who give them- 
selves up too easily to self-indulgence. Our Blessed 
Lord says, " When you shall have done all things 
that are commanded you, say, "We are unprofit- 
able servants ; we have done that which we ought 
to do." * So we see that this passage, far from 
assuming the inactivity of the servant, presupposes, 
on the contrary, courage, diligence, faithful service, 
crowned by true humility. 

But this humility must be preceded by deeds, 
not mere words ; self-devotion and effort are need- 
ful to give it efficacy. It is the firm resolve to da 

* St Luke x.V\\. 10, 
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our duties, and perseverance in their fulfilment, 
which gives a soul the right to humble itself with 
honour before Almighty God, and to say to Him, 
"We are unprofitable servants." Separated from 
deeds, these words become a mere truism, and 
confession of cowardice. In order to come with 
sincerity from the mouth of a Christian, they must 
be accompanied by active service. But what can 
the active work of a sick man be ? 

The answer to this will, of course, depend on the 
nature of his illness. It is obvious that the duties 
of an invalid must vary according as his sickness 
either deprives him altogether of his powers of 
mind and body, or leaves him in command of them, 
but weakened and impaired. We will consider the 
first of these cases, and see if even this will not 
allow of a very noble Jcind of activity. The whole 
Sloic philosophy was, so to speak, contained in 
one word, the stem energy of which can hardly be 
misunderstood, " Stistine'' — endure ! 

This proud watchword, uttered by the Stoics 
with all the insolence of pagan pride, becomes 
noble and salutary on the lips of a Christian, when 
its arrogance is tempered by the humility of the 
Gospel. 

Sustine — endure! Young soldier of Christ, 

stricken by the cruel hand of disease, dry those 

tears that are wrung from you by longings for an 

active life, Susfine! God, your "Nl^s^t^t ^xvd^ovir 
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Friend, sees your iongings, reckons up your struggles, 
and employs to the glory of His name and the 
coming of His kingdom every hard-won victory of 
your patience. When, after a weary day, spent in 
striving to conquer your own will, you commend 
your soul - at night into the hands of God, take 
courage, for you have earned the right to repeat 
with sincerity those words of the faithful labourer, 
^^ Lord, we are unprofitable servants ; we Iiave done 
that which we ought to do!^ 

Sustine I Endure, above all, O soul consecrated 
to God, my brother in the priesthood, withheld by 
sickness from those labours for which you gave up 
all worldly callings, and afflicted because you may 
no longer share the Church's toils and weariness. 
When in the evening you turn your thoughts to 
your flock, and sigh as you remember that all day 
long you have been unable to leave your bed in 
order to feed your people with the Word of God, 
take courage ! God sees the desires of the heart ; 
He accepts them. He blesses them, and makes them 
fruitful for the good of souls. You, too, have 
laboured faithfully, and you may fearlessly make 
these words your own, " We are unprofitable ser- 
vants.'* 

Sustine! Endure, Christian soul, whoever you 
may be, whose strength is brought low by weak- 
ness, and whose generous desvtes fox ^Oc^ ^^"c^ ^ 
God seem doomed never to be o^ ^xv^ ^^^ *^^ *^^ 
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holy cause you are so anxious to serve. Call faith 
to. your aid, and do not fancy yourself forsaken 
because God does not at this moment accept from 
you any visible labour. Say to yourself again and 
again that God does not need our restless agitation, 
and that the ceaseless activity of Martha conduces 
less to his glory than the silent contemplation of 
Mary. 

Know, moreover, that to suffer is to do ; and that 
the hidden work of silent resignation in suffering 
and helplessness raises the soul to the rank of 
those faithful servants who, whilst unprofitable in 
their own eyes, are by patience and humility 
helping to complete the immortal work of Jesus 
Christ 

Courage and Work. 

The Sick Man, My brother, I am not of the 
number of those of whom you speak — those who 
are laid low by serious illness, or by constant 
suffering. My health is not destroyed, only 
weakened ; I do not sink under my sickness, but 
I falter under it as a burden too heavy for my 
daily strength. I cannot reckon on my strength 
from one hour to another, or feel sure of being able 
to finish anything that I begin. 
This weakness and uncertainty discourage me 
/rom working at all. What can 1 do ^VOcv ^>\Ocv 
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unstable and failing powers ? It is only by regular 
and persevering effort that the human mind can 
accomplish any adequate result. What can I 
attempt amidst the continually recurring inter- 
ruptions of illness ? What can I undertake when 
I am so constantly obliged to go from one place 
to another ? It seems better to wait for the return 
of health before beginning anything. When I 
shall have regained my bodily strength, and can 
count on my powers, then I will begin something 
worthy of God's glory, and of the warmth of my 
zeal for His service. 

The Friend, My brother, you are labouring 
under a delusion. What you look upon as weak- 
ness of body, is much more in reality — cowardice 
of soul. Remember, that a man's work on earth 
is not measured by the amount of physical strength, 
but of will and energy which he puts into it. Look 
at the armies of this world, and see how they carry 
on their work of warfare. Do you suppose that 
victory is always on the side of the largest and . 
strongest army } All history, whether sacred or 
profane, tells us, on the contrary, that stout hearts, 
not numbers, gain the day. Courage is the real 
strength of an army, and a determination to 
conquer is the surest pledge of conquest. And this 
truth applies equally to those bloodless struggles 
that are fought out in the heart of ev^r^ vcA\m\&:^^ 
life, Work is always a stt\ig^\e/\Y\. ^Vv^ 'c^^'^^k^ 
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but a strong will ensures the victory, and this 
victory is achieved at the cost of self-sacrifice. 
. Self-sacrifice is the one fruitful source of action 
in life ; we must be able to give up our own wills, 
to forget ourselves, to die to self, or else we shall 
never be fit to bear the fatigue and strain which 
every great undertaking involves, or to overcome 
the disgust which nature feels for labour. 

If we wait to undertake any work till we feel 
quite up to it, and feeling in perfect health, the 
chances are we are condemning ourselves to a 
thoroughly useless and idle life. Few of us are 
ever absolutely free from bodily suffering of some 
sort, and those most to be envied are they who can 
forget their ailments, and work on in spite of them. 
What personal exertions will not a man of business 
make for the advancement of his fortune, even 
when it is already a large one ? He will sit up far 
into the night, and rise early after a few short 
hours* sleep, and contrive to be here, there, and 
everywhere, never giving a thought to his own 
fatigue. And this because his body is swayed by 
his mind, and forced to adapt itself to the will 
and exigencies of its master. Every ruling passion, 
whether it be the love of money, or of science, or 
of pleasure, gives the mind this power over the 
body. 

There is one ruling passion which ought to 
possess every Christian soul ; t\v\s \s NiX\^ ^^€vc^ \.^ 
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labour incessantly for the coming of God's kingdom, 
and the triumph of His justice. Happy are those 
souls who are possessed with this passion to the - 
exclusion of every other, and to whom it stands in 
lieu of every pleasure and pursuit, of fame, of 
science, nay, even of happiness ! Such souls become 
all will in the service of God, all courage and self- 
devotion. They do not grumble about their 
fatigues, or the probability of their being worn out 
by their labours ; on the contrary, they are ready 
to " lose their life for the Gospel's sake." And they 
do in truth lose that selfish and faint-hearted life 
which degrades and weakens so many souls, and, 
in its stead, they find true life, according to the 
Saviour's promise. A noble, large-hearted life, 
fruitful in good works, giving and receiving bless- 
ings, and reaping even in this world a plentiful 
reward in the greatness of its labours, and the 
depths of its joys. 

The joys of work ! Of Christian work, achieved 
in self-denial for God alone, done under His eye, 
and in union with Him, and free from all low 
ambitions, or selfish aims. What unspeakable 
comfort does such work bring with it ! Work such 
as this, even when it is accomplished under great 
difficulties, under physical weakness and the re- 
pugnance and shrinking of nature, becomes in the 
end a physical remedy, inasmuch as \t c'^\x.\fc'5» x>s^ 
{or the time being over ia\\gv\e ^tv^ ^^-^^rt^'s.^vow. 
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'* There is no sorrow," says Montesquieu, " to which 
an hour*s study will not bring relief." 

See, Christian soul, what a holy and important 
matter work really is, and do not too easily give 
it up because of bodily infirmities. Remember 
that, since the beginning of the warfare between 
the flesh and the spirit, the perfect equilibrium of 
these two powers is rarely to be met with, and that 
if the flesh is not a little weaker than the spirit, 
this would soon lead to its tyrannizing over its 
rival. More men are hindered from work by the 
dead weight of the flesh, than by its sufferings. 
Keep constantly before your eyes the examples of 
the many saints and great men who accomplished 
great undertakings in spite of bodily weakness and 
painful maladies. The Roman breviary says of 
St Gregory the Great, " We cannot but admire 
all that he said, did, wrote, and decreed, oppressed 
as he was by constant infirmities and lingering 
sickness." We must not, however, imagine that, 
even with this great man, nature had not her hours 
of triumph, when the human will flagged and 
threatened to sink under the strain, perpetually 
thwarted as it was in its effort to resist and to 
work on in spite of the prostration and suffering 
of the body. 

In several of his writings, in his commentary on 
Ezechie], in some of his homilies, and in many of 
Ji/s letters, he bitterly deplores tVve Vvw^x^wofc \v\^ 
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ill-health is to him in the exercise of his ministry. 
" For nearly two years," he writes to Eulogiiis, " I 
have been confined to my room by sickness, which 
causes me such acute pain, that sometimes I have 
not strength to bear it. Yet pain is not the greatest 
of my trials. This illness has reduced me to such 
a state that I am incapable of performing any 
ecclesiastical function ; this is my greatest grief. 
Alas ! I can never leave my sick-bed, nor approach 
the holy altar ; I am, as it were, suspended from 
celebrating the Sacred Mysteries. Think what an 
unceasing martyrdom this state must be to one 
who only longs for health that he may be able to 
fulfil his duty and do his work." 

These are the lamentations of human nature. 
But, if we compare them with what we read in 
history of the life of St. Gregory, we find this great 
man ruling the affairs of the world from his sick- 
bed ; enriching the Catholic liturgy ; reforming the 
morals of the clergy ; composing his famous 
pastoral rule ; organizing missions in every direc- 
tion ; treating with the Lombards and converting 
them to the faith ; mediating between them and 
the Exarchs of the Greek empire; conducting 
political matters with unflinching firmness in a time 
of the greatest difficulty ; watching and directing 
all that takes place in distant regions ; founding 
the great Anglo-Saxon mission, su^^^otVYCv^^^*^^^- 
j'ljg over, and guiding it ; and a\\ >i?cC\s» ^xc^xsv '^^^ 
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sick-bed, the scene of the continual pain and suffer- 
ing of which he complains so sadly. If we consider 
this glorious spectacle of a soul doing battle with 
the body, and constantly coming off victorious, it 
will teach us more forcibly than any exhortations, 
that we must fight against the weakness and in- 
firmity of our body, and that we may come to fulfil 
the work which is given us to do, in spite of very 
great suffering and exhaustion. 

Remember the answer of a generous soul when 
she was advised to give herself some rest — " Let us 
work now, we shall have all eternity to rest." 

We ought to love our Room. 

The author of the " Imitation of Christ " says : 
'* The cell continually dwelt in groweth sweet ; but 
ill guarded, it begetteth weariness. If, in the be- 
ginning of thy religious life, thou dwell in it and 
keep it well, it will be to thee afterwards as a 
dear friend and most delightful solace." * This 
beautiful maxim, which might seem at first sight 
to be written only for monks, on coming to be 
examined bears a close application to all Christian 
souls. It is true for all alike, that our taste for the 
interior life depends very much on first habits, and 
that we gain or lose this taste according as we 
make a practice of giving some time daily to 

* Imit. book i. cK xx. 
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spiritual reading and meditation, or give ourselves 
up entirely to the buay triflings of this world. 

But this sentence of the " Imitation " contains 
especial comfort for sick people, for it reminds 
them that they may find an unexpected source of 
happiness in what, at first sight, seemed calculated 
only to cause them weariness and depression. 

Let us suppose that the doctor has just left you^ 
after examining into the state of your health, and 
drawing his conclusions as to the motives for hope 
or fear which it presents. He has told you that, as 
far as he can see, you will be obliged to keep your 
room for some time. He has delivered this sen- 
tence, and gone away, and you are now alone in 
your sick-room. 

How are you going to adapt yourself to this 
room which God has kindly provided for you as a 
place of refuge in the hour of your weakness ? In 
what spirit are you going to take possession of it ? 
Is it to be in a cheerful or a sullen temper .^ Depend 
upon it, this is a matter of no small importance. 
Instead of sitting down gloomily, and looking 
round you with fretfulness and vexation ; instead of 
flattening your face against the window-pane, and 
thinking impatiently of the pleasure it would be to 
escape from your room, take my advice and make , 
friends with it. It will be kind to you, if you look 
kindly on it ; and after all you are more d^^^xsA.^^^ 
on your room than it on you. 
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Take possession of it, then, in a gentle and kindly 
frame of mind ; stifle at once all bitter repinings ; 
the first beginnings in this case are very important. 
"Shut thy door upon thee, and call unto thee 
Jesus, thy Beloved."* Tell this faithful Friend 
that the prospect of a longer and closer communion 
with Him has no terrors for you, and that, in order 
to profit by it more fully, you will accept without 
murmuring all the privations which this retreat will 
inflict upon your human nature. It will be well 
for you to have this chamber, which you must 
inhabit for so long a time, filled with the adorable 
presence of your Divine Friend. Beg Him to be 
constantly with you ; accept gladly the conditions 
on which He agrees to come to you. Be willing to 
bear all the trials He lays upon you ; do not refuse 
anything. Accept it all graciously. 

And now, look round your room again ; do you 
not find that everything seems different ? What is 
there, after all, so gloomy and terrible about this 
quiet spot in which you are going to live i It knows 
you intimately, and if you have not as yet learned 
to appreciate the charm of its solitary intercourse, 
the fault lies not in it, but in yourself. Treat it, 
then, as you would a person whose good graces you 
, wished to win. Adorn it a little, and be careful to 
have it kept in good order. Neatness in your 
room is^ so to speak, an extension of neatness in 

* Imit. book i. cYi. xx. 
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your person, and both are especially necessary to 
the sick. If your chamber is well ordered, it will 
be more pleasing to you ; if it is dark, this will 
make it seem lighter ; if poor, it will have that 
which can adorn poverty itself. For my own part, 
I don't think I could ever love a magnificent apart- 
ment, luxuriously fitted up, and furnished with all 
kind of vanities. It would be hardly possible to 
find intimate companionship in such a room, made 
for the crowd, suitable enough for noisy festivities, 
but forlorn and dull in solitude. Thus one may be 
master of a palace, and still not have what can be 
called one's own room. And so, all that I have 
been saying may apply to the poorest and simplest 
apartment. 

Let your little cell be ever so plain, it will 
probably contain some things of which poverty 
need not deprive the poorest. These things are 
familiar objects, but it is probably a long time 
since you condescended to look at them. Look at 
them now. Have a little more consideration for 
them, and remember that they are not without 
their special value and importance. If you doubt 
this, God grant that it may never be brought home 
to you by experiencing the misery engendered by 
the want of them in a strange place. A clever 
man, who was confined for some time to his room, 
once wrote a book of travels, and called it "A 
Journey round my Room." T\v\^ ^nqv\^ \i^ "^^^ 
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capital journey for an invalid to make. Let me 
persuade you to undertake it cheerfully, and with 
good will, and you will be surprised at the wonder- 
ful discoveries you will make during the expedition. 
Men who have been twice round the world, may 
have found out less that is worthy of note than a 
poor recluse may meet with in his journey round 
his own room. 

All depends upon your manner of travelling ; we 
find little more on a journey than we carry with 
us, and you may take with you on this one an 
amount of patience, of memories, of good desires, 
of hope and energy, that will carry you, almost 
without your being aware of it, to heights whence 
there will suddenly spread out before your as- 
tonished gaze the two objects best worth knowing 
in the whole universe — God and your soul. 

Cheer up, then, and set out on your travels. 
Two or three months seem interminable in prospect, 
but they will be over before you have well started 
on the great journey. Explore the ever-new region 
of meditation on spiritual things. At every turn 
in these paths new scenes will open before you, 
and you will find in them a remedy for the con- 
stant longing after change which is likely to beset 
you. Nothing is so tormenting to the poor invalid 
as this same demon of change. The whole earth 
presents but little variety in comparison with the 
soul and the spiritual kingdottv, ^xvd Ve vs* vcv lV\\s 
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spiritual kingdom that we must endeavour to make 
unceasing advances ; here alone we may safely 
give way to insatiable longings and boundless 
wishes. For the whole world is smaller than the 
heart of man, and nothing is great but God. And . 
God is most easily to be found in that quiet and 
seclusion of which the author of the " Imitation " 
speaks so lovingly. My brother, you have your 
quiet cell, you have your books to converse with, 
your pictures to amuse you, your letters and papers 
to remind you gently of the past, your Crucifix to 
reassure you as to the future, and if a man be truly 
wise, less even than all this will suffice to make 
him happy. Learn, then, to love your room. 

Anxiety. 

The Sick Man, Lord, it is neither the greatness 
nor the duration of my sufferings that now 
oppresses me ; it is rather . the uncertainty as 
regards the issue of my sickness, and the over- 
whelming anxiety which this causes me. All my 
future life is shrouded in doubt ; I no longer dare 
to look forward, nor can I venture to lay any plans 
of the most trifling kind. I have consulted 
physicians of skill and experience, but none of 
them will hazard an opinion as to the duration, or 
final issue of my illness; their silence disOsjilets* 
me ; and I almost regret t\ve ^^X^^ ^\o^^^'5» ^^^^ 
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which they have hitherto buoyed me up. My 
friends and relations, seeing how anxious I am, 
think to allay my anxiety by constant assurance 
of a speedy cure. I do not contradict them ; I 
listen to what they tell me, and even try to comfort 
them' by pretending to believe all they say. But, 
when I am alone, I break down under the double 
burden of their and my own anxiety. 

Lord, when will the gloom of this suspense be 
illuminated by a ray of light } I do not ask to 
know if I shall recover, I ask only to know what 
is to happen to me. I long to raise the thick veil 
which throws its shadow over my life. Lord, hear 
and answer my prayer ! 

Tke Comforter, My son, thou didst offer thyself 
to Me ; be not astonished, therefore, to find that 
L have accepted thy offering, and permitted the 
enemy to try the strength of thy love. 

" Son, when thou comest to the service of God, 
prepare'thy soul for temptation. 

" Humble thy heart and endure, and make not 
haste in the time of clouds. 

" Wait on God with patience : join thyself to 
God, and endure, that thy life may be increased in 
the latter end. 

" Take all that shall be brought upon thee : and 
in thy sorrow endure, and in thy humiliation keep 
joatience. 
"For gold and silver are tried m \.\\e ^te, but 
acceptable men in the furnace ot YvuttvxVv^WoTs., 
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"Believe God, and He will recover thee: and 
direct thy way, and trust in Him. 

" Ye that fear the Lord, wait for His mercy : 
and go not aside from Him, lest ye fall. 

" Ye that fear the Lord, believe Him : and your 
reward shall not be void. 

" Ye that fear the Lord, hope in Him : and 
mercy shall come to you for your delight. 

"Ye that fear the Lord, love Him and your 
hearts shall be enlightened. 

" My children, behold the generations of men : 
and know ye that no one hath hoped in the Lord, 
and hath been confounded. 

" For who hath continued in His commandment, 
and hath been forsaken ? or who hath called Him, 
and He despised him ? 

"For God is compassionate and merciful, and 
will forgive sins in the day of tribulation : and He 
is a protector to all who seek Him in truth." * 

Once again. My son, suffer not the long and 
uncertain continuance of thy sickness to sadden or 
tempt thee. Remember how many protestations 
of trust and resignation thou hast made at My 
feet. Wouldst thou rather that, instead of taking 
thee at thy word, I had treated thee as one of 
those doubtful friends whose promises of fidelity 
are not to be relied upon ? 

How many times hast thou s^\d Xi^lox^ ^^vsse. 

* Eccles. u. 1-1^. 
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altar, " Lord, into Thy hands I commend my spirit ; 
Lord, I close mine eyes, and trust only in Thee. 
Do Thou lead me, guide me, and dispose of me 
without any will of my own. I accept whatever 
Thou wiliest ; I bow to whatever Thou ordainest ; 
I give myself up wholly to Thee/' 

Dost thou not know. My child, that words like 
these are not to be lightly uttered, and that I hold 
all such generous expressions as binding on the 
soul ? 

What soldiers are chosen for the post of honour, 
where danger lies ? Is it not they who have 
volunteered for such duties over and over again, 
and who have asked as a favour to be placed in 
the front of the battle ? Thou hast done this, and 
I have taken thee at thy word. 

Do not give way, then ; be not discouraged at 
the assaults of the enemy ; endure, and await My 
help. If I delay for a while, be sure that it is only 
the better to secure thy victory, and th^ better to 
show forth the courage of those who serve Me. 

Why dost thou desire to know the future, and 
the final issue of thy sufferings ? If thou wert 
assured that they must end in death, would there 
not be danger that in thy present state of weakness 
thou wouldst lose thy peace of mind } And if, on 
the other hand, thou wert assured of thy speedy 
recovery, where would be the merit of thy self- 
oblation and thy patient truslL \xv"^^> '^^ ^'s.^x^x^d. 
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then, that I do all for the salvation of thy soul, and 
continue faithful, even in the midst of complete 
uncertainty. 

Hast thou not read in the history of My passion, 
how, after being taken in the garden, I was led to 
the high priest's house, and how, during the night 
that followed, " they blindfolded Me," and " smote 
My face ? And they asked Me, saying. Prophesy, 
who is it that struck Thee ? " * Think of Me in 
this state of cruel agony, and remember that I 
bore it all in order to strengthen and sustain thee 
in the depth of thy 'anxiety and suspense, blind- 
folded and bound as thou art in the darkness of 
prolonged suffering. I bore it all to teach thee 
that the glorious dawn of the Resurrection is nearer 
than thou thinkest to the darkest hour of sorrow. 

T/ie Sick Man. Lord, I adore Thee, beaten with 
rods by the impious soldiers, blindfolded and silent 
before the blasphemous mockings of Thy tor- 
mentors, and answering nothing to those who cried, 
" Prophesy, who is it that struck Thee } " I, too, 
am blinded by the darkness of suffering which 
overshadows me ; I am full of uncertainty, and 
unable to give any answer to the questionings of 
others, or to those of my own anxiety. I unite 
my darkness to Thy patient blindness, my silence 
to Thy silence, and so, in faith and hope, I wait 
upon Thine adorable will. 

* St. Luke xxu. bi^. 
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Strength perfected in Weakness. 

It was winter. The night was dark and cold, as 
a man and a woman wended their way along one 
of the roads of Judea. They were drawing near 
Bethlehem. The appearance of the lonely way- 
farers would have excited a movement of compas- 
sion or of contempt in the mind of a passer-by, 
accordingly as he chanced to be of a kindly or a 
heartless disposition. They were evidently poor 
to wretchedness. The woman seemed very weary. 
She stopped from time to time to take rest, and 
then calling God to her aid, went on. Nothing, 
to all human appearance, could be less likely to 
influence the destinies of the world than these two 
humble travellers. And yet this hour of their 
uttermost fatigue and exhaustion was the crowning 
hour of ages ; the hour desired by the patriarchs, 
the hour which all creation had been awaiting in 
throes of unspeakable expectation. Heaven itself 
was attentive, and when at midnight this obscure 
woman brought forth her firstborn Son, the angelic 
choirs sang out, " Glory to God on earth." 

Why, then, will you measure the greatness of 

God's designs on you by your own weakness ? 

When will you learn and believe that God wills 

to advance His glory by means of your nothing- 

ness P When will yow unAers\.^.wd ^Jcv^X. \^^ V-^'s, 
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chosen the weak things of the world to confound 
the things which are mighty ? 

O you, who feel your strength giving way, and 
who, halting on life's road, are asking sorrowfully 
why God has brought you to sucji extremities, lift 
up your head, and hope. What is mortal " is sown 
in '* man's " weakness," to be raised in the " power " 
of God ; " it is sown in corruption " to be " raised 
in incorruption ; '* " it is sown in dishonour " to be 
" raised in glory." * 

Think of the elect of God, whom He has chosen 
to accomplish His greatest works, whom He has 
selected above all others to advance His glory. 
They have been weak in the eyes of the world, but 
their very weakness has been a source of strength 
to them, so that in the hour of conflict they have 
been suddenly transformed into leaders of the 
people. Who " recovered strength from weakness, 
became valiant in war." f 

Convaluenmt de mfirmitate, fortes facti sunt in 
bello I 

If you were strong with the strength of this 
world, you might more reasonably fear to be over- 
looked by God, and considered in some sort unfitted 
for His work ; for He seldom makes use of the 
mighty ones of the earth ; they are too stubborn 
* and proud to be flexible instruments in His hands, 
and too prone to seek their own advaxvta.*^ x-^iJis^Rx 

* I Cor, XV. 42, 43. \ '^^. ^^' '^^^ 
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than His* glory. But you have been broken by 
suffering, and being thus taught to know your own 
weakness, you have gained thereby a special fitness 
for God's service. 

The Apostle was well aware of this, and rejoiced 
in the thought with holy exaltation : " If I must 
needs glory, I will glory of the things which 
concern my infirmity." * Again, " Gladly therefore 
will I glory in my infirmities, that the power of 
Christ may dwell in me." f And lastly, ** For 
which cause I please myself in my infirmities, in 
reproaches, in necessities, in persecutions, in dis- 
tresses for Christ ; for when I am weak, then am I 
powerful." t 

Strange words, that sound like a paradox. And 
verily it is a sublime paradox, which places strength 
in weakness, because the humble weakness of the 
servant calls forth the all-powerful aid of the 
Master ; and thus that strength, which can do all 
things, is born and perfected in want of strength. 
" Strength is made perfect in weakness." 

Leave, then, to the worldly man the pride of his 
vain strength ; be not troubled, O Christian, *if he 
despise you for your weakness, for the poverty of 
your intellect, for your want of fortune, of bodily 
health, of influence. You are weak, it is true, but 
with the help of God you will be able to attack the ' 
giant^ "who shall not be saved by his own great 

* ^ Cor, XL 30. t 2 Cor. xii. 9. X ^ ^^^- ^^^- ^^- 
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strength/'* and those who look on will ask how 
it has come to pass, that almost before the struggle 
has begun, Goliath has fallen under the despised 
arm of David. You yourself will be astonished at 
your own victories, and, since the knowledge of 
your own weakness will keep you from taking the 
credit of them to yourself, you will ascribe the 
glory where alone it is due — to the Lord God 
Almighty, Who is the corner-stone and strength 
of all who trust in Him. 

The Physician. 

" Honour the physician for the need thou hast of 
him : for the Most High hath created him. 

"For all healing is from God, and He shall 
receive gifts of the king. 

" The skill of the physician shall lift up his head, 
and in the sight of great men he shall be praised, 

" The Most High hath created medicines out of 
the earth, and a wise man will not abhor them. 

" Was not bitter water made sweet with wood ? 

"The virtue of these things is come to the 
knowledge of men, and the Most High hath given 
knowledge to men, that he may be honoured in 
his wonders. 

"By these he shall cure and shall allay their 
pains, and of these the apothecary shall make 

♦ Psalm X3udv. 16. 
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sweet confections, and shall make up ointments of 
health, and of his works there .shall be no end. 

" For the peace of God is over all the face of the 
earth. 

" My son, in thy sickness neglect not thyself, but 
pray to the Lord, and He shall heal thee. 

"Turn away from sin, and order thy hands 
aright, and cleanse thy heart from all offence. 

"Give a sweet savour, and a memorial of fine 
flour, and make a fat-offering, and then give place 
to the physician. 

" For the Lord created him : and let him not 
depart from thee, for his works are necessary. 

" For there is a time when thou must fall into 
their hands : 

**And they shall beseech the Lord, that He 
would prosper what they give for ease and remedy, 
for their conversation." * 

In this passage Holy Scripture teaches the sick 
man the true relation in which he should stand 
towards his physician ; he must trust, but not 
blindly, and be grateful first to God, and then to 
the physician. 

Most people are either utterly incredulous, or 
absolutely superstitious with regard to medical 
men. People in health are apt to scoff at them ; 
people who have never known suffering speak con- 
temptuously of them ; there are, in fact, esprits 

* Eccles. xxxvuV. i-i/^. 
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forts in medicine as well as in religion. And, on 
the other hand, in medicine as well as in religion, 
there is a narrow-minded credulity which is a kind 
of superstition. We must be careful not to fall 
into either of these extremes, for both are contrary 
to reason and common sense. Do not indulge in 
those silly, ignorant jokes with which some people 
greet the very name of a doctor. They are un- 
worthy of a man or woman of sense. Next to 
the science of the soul, there is no nobler science 
than that which treats of the human frame, and he 
who possesses it holds a great power over other 
men. 

Have you ever assisted at one of these surgical 
operations in which some vital organ is dealt 
with ? When the knife has cut into the quivering 
flesh, and the life-blood of the patient flows from 
the wound, the surgeon alone remains calm and 
self-possessed, even while holding life and death 
in his hands. Every one else is agitated, overcome 
perhaps ; but he works on, absorbed in his work, 
in his responsibility, in the tremendous stakes that 
hang on the steadiness of his hand, the unwavering 
glance of his eye. 

I can think of no spectacle to be compared to 
this for interest and grandeur ; it reminds us of the 
work of God Himself If you can turn away from 
such a sight without feeling profound re.vexe.^<L^^^^ 
the man who has thus tetv^w^^ ^^ ^>^^^ "^^ ^^"^ 
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brother man, I pity you ; and you will certainly 
not enter into what I am now going to write. 

" Honour tfie physician'* Honour him for his 
science, honour him for the beneficent vocation 
which he has received from God, honour him for 
his self-devotion, for the power he has of affording 
us relief, and often of curing us altogether. But 
honour him as a man, whose power is limited ; 
and demand of him no more than he is able to 
perform, and do not look for impossibilities at his 
hands. 

There are some people, even religious people, 
who dishonour God by unreasonable expectations, 
continually asking for things which it would be 
contrary to His wisdom to grant. In order to 
content them, the plan of Divine Providence should 
be reversed, and the course of God's eternal laws 
interrupted almost daily as their fancies might 
suggest. These presumptuous demands cannot be 
otherwise than displeasing to Almighty God ; they 
are the result of ignorance and of superstition, 
which is a disease of the soul and very dangerous 
to true religion. And, as I said just now, super- 
stition is not confined to religion alone. Nothing 
is more common than to see people pass, in their 
estimate of the medical profession, from con- 
temptuous scepticism to blind, fanatical confidence ; 
and the same man who, in rude health a little 
while ago, ridiculed all doctors as v^wot^xA. q^-^cVl^^ 
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now that he is ill pins his faith on one of the 
number as if he were a demi-god, and expects him 
to perform impossibilities ; he expects him to 
arrest the course of a fatal disease and bring back 
a person from the very jaws of death, and when the 
medical man fails to do this, he is an impostor or 
a fool. All this is irrational and absurd. It is 
not given to man to emulate the power of God. 
When his friends and pupils congratulated Ambrose 
Pare on the marvellous cures that he performed^ 
the great physician invariably replied, " I prescribed 
for him, but God cured him/' 

Remember, moreover, that it is not every 
physician who deserves the confidence which Scrip- 
ture bids us place in him. Pfere Gratry has written : 
"Many doctors think they have studied man, 
while in reality they have only been studying the 
animal part of him." 

Man is not an animal. " Man," says Leibnitz^ 
"is a compound of time and eternity." It is by 
his soul that he lives through eternity, for eternity 
is the twte of the soul, as infinity is its resting- 
place. The soul, then, is the most important part 
of man. What, then, are we to think of those 
who, in their study of mankind, take no account 
of the soul ? It enters, nevertheless, into all the 
phenomena of the physical life, and plays an im- 
portant and inseparable part in the bodilY Ufe. csC^ 
wan — in his pleasures, his mftttcv\\\^^>Vv3» 'sn^^wcw^ 
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his diseases. The medical man who does not 
believe in the soul, and who does not take into 
account its co-operation in the life and death of the 
body, is not a counsellor to be trusted. He may- 
know you twenty years, but if he does not believe 
in your soul, he does not know you really. 

Remember this when you are placing yourself in 
his hands. The physician to whom you entrust 
the cure of your health will inevitably have some 
influence, direct or indirect, upon your spiritual 
life ; it becomes therefore of consequence, to your 
soul as well as your body, to discriminate well 
before selecting him. 

Remedies. 

God is everywhere. 

This is one of those very simple, but, at the 
same time, very deep truths in which we all believe ; 
but vaguely and without realizing it. 

God is everywhere. 

St. Paul tells us that He is " not far from every 
one of us : for in Him we live, and move, and 
are." * 

If it be true that God is everywhere, He must 
needs be in the ray of wisdom which illuminates 
your mind, as well as in the ray of sunshine which 
enlightens your bodily eyes ; He is present in the 

* Acts xVu. 27, 2%, 
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truth which feeds your understanding, as well as 
in the food which nourishes your body ; He is in 
the sacrament which sanctifies your soul, as well 
as in the medicine which restores your physical 
health. Have you ever quite realized this ? 

When, in time of sickness, some healing remedy 
has been prescribed for you, and you have found 
in some natural substance ease, strength, and 
renewed life, have you adored God under the veil 
of His creature ? Oh ! the blindness of mankind, 
for ever making use of created things» without even 
dreaming that there is anything in them beyond 
their own natural properties. Men are surrounded 
on all sides by God, and yet they perceive Him not. 

This outward and material nature grows in great- 
ness and in light when we look upon it ; not merely 
in itself, but as the workmanship and instrument of 
God. Nature, in her beneficent resources, is not 
merely the fortunate coincidence of salutary powers 
happily combined ; she is the instrument of God's 
providence, the expression of His love. 

St. Thomas Aquinas says : '* God acts in every 
agent. . . . God is the essential cause of action in 
every agent. He is the first and principal agent 
of all action, so that He works in each particular 
action of His creatures ; and if it be true that the 
first cause is greater than the second cause, we 
must own that God acts more powerfully than His 
creature in each particular actvotv?' 
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Theology teaches us that two distinct graces, or 
virtues, are to be found in every sacrament of the 
Catholic Church. A common grace which is, so to 
speak, the foundation of the sacrament ; this we 
call " sanctifying grace ; " and a special and par- 
ticular virtue, which is varied according to the 
special object of the sacrament, and is called 
"sacramental grace." And what do we mean by 
grace, but the active Presence of Incarnate God in 
the supernatural order ? When we speak, then, of 
sanctifying, or of sacramental grace, we mean the 
presence of God working supernaturally, whether 
in a general or a special manner. Now, so far as 
it is lawful to assimilate and compare the mysteries 
of the two orders 'of grace and of nature, we may 
see a certain likeness in the way in which Almighty 
God works in both. In nature, as well as in grace, 
God works in two ways : first, in one uniform 
manner, in which He is the first cause of the 
existence of each substance ; and secondly, in a 
special and particular manner, by which He gives 
to each substance its own proper virtue. God, 
then, not only originates and continues in existence 
the healing water to which you have recourse for 
the cure of your malady ; He also works in it in 
an especial manneh, applying the effects of the 
waters to your particular use, making them beneficial 
in your case, whilst they have no effect in the case 
of others. It is not only a\\o\N^\A^, W\.\N\se and 
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right, to ask God to increase the efficacy of a 
remedy, to bless it, to apply it more especially to 
your particular case. In this there is neither 
narrowness of mind nor superstitious practice, but 
it all rests on reasonable foundation. 

Obedience. 

" I beseech you, therefore, brethren, by the mercy 
of God, that you present your bodies a living 
sacrifice, holy, pleasing unto God, your reasonable 
service." * 

These words of the Apostle may be applied to 
the case of sick people, for to them, above all, this 
exhortation to ''reasonable service" comes with 
especial fitness. 

"Do what is right," says St. Anselm, "but in 
such sort that you may always be able to give a 
reason for it." 

"Let your obedience be reasonable," says St. 
Basil ; " that is to say, do God's will intelligently, 
circumspectly, discreetly, and advisedly. Follow 
the guidance of reason in your obedience, instead 
of being led away by excited feelings." 

"Reason," says St Bernard, "is the regulator 
and guide of all virtues, affections, and morals. 
Reason brings order to bear upon well-doing, and 
with order come proportion, beauty, aad cow^^l^axsK^ . 

• Rom. x\\. I, 
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Take away reason, and virtue itself will change 
into vice." 

All this is intended by the holy Fathers to apply 
to the obedience of the Christian to God ; and if 
obedience of this sort must be reasonable, what 
shall we say of that which we owe to man ? What 
do we understand by reasonable obedience ? 

There is an unreasonable obedience contrary to 
duty and common sense ; it is that sort of super- 
stition, that blind reliance, which leads us to 
expect more from a man than he can possibly 
perform. There are invalids who sum up every- 
thing in the oracular remark, "My medical man 
has said so and so." Now, when the medical man 
instead of being an upright, conscientious, en- 
lightened man, happens to be a worldly, interested, 
and irreligious man, we may imagine the conse- 
quences of this blind faith in him. He will say that 
the church is too cold, and his patients will at once 
give up all idea of going ; he will say that reading 
is too fatiguing, and they will give up reading ; he 
will insinuate that God*s commands are unreason- 
able, and they will disobey God at his suggestion. 

I imagine, however, that your difficulties are more 
likely to lie in another direction. The Apostle 
tells us that " obedience is right, and a reasonable 
service." Now, what circumstances render the 
obedience of the sick man to his physician reason- 
abJc, nay, even a duty wYiicYv \s a®ce^^\^ \.o Qi^^\ 
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In the first place, the confidence you place in 
your physician will make your obedience reasonable. 
A man whose goodness and skill are known to you, 
and whose character you respect, has a right to be 
obeyed ; such a man will take your soul into 
account, because he has a care for his own ; he will 
not lightly sacrifice your spiritual welfare to the 
supposed interests of your body. The aim of such 
a physician in prescribing for you will be to restore 
you to health, in order that you may be able to do 
your duties and fulfil your vocation in life. 

Now, amongst all the motives which may tend 
to make your obedience reasonable, none has more 
weight than this wish to be enabled to resume your 
duties and your divine vocation. 

This vocation embraces both body and soul. 
Every soul which comes into this world has some 
particular design of God to fulfil, some part of the 
divine programme to execute. This it is which 
constitutes a " vocation ; '* and the body of which it 
takes possession on entering the world is the instru- 
ment intended to aid it in carrying out the divine 
plan. The special duties of the body, correspond- 
ing as they do to the higher vocation of the soul, 
are certainly the noblest portion of physical life. A 
soul does not become the possessor of its allotted 
body for the mere purpose of the ordinary and 
commonplace uses to which l\\\s NiO^-^ tcs.^ N^^ 
turned ; there is a special use \.o "b^ tsn^A^ c?l ^^-i 
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agreeably to the vocation which the soul has 
recdved from God. Thus the military man will 
inure his body to fatigue, and the use of arms ; the 
priest will cultivate self-devotion, and purity of the 
senses as well as of the soul ; the artist will labour 
to acquire steadiness and precision of eye and hand; 
the orator to master emphatic tones and noble 
language ; the physician will strive after quickness 
of perception ; the student will pursue learning in 
lengthened vigfiLs by the midnight lamp. Thus the 
chief use of the body is to share in the vocation 
and destiny of the souL If, therefore, you find that 
through sickness your body is likely to become un- 
fitted for the service of God, and the fulfilment of 
its vocation, it is a duty you owe to God to use 
every lawful means to regain bodily strength. 

But if it should happen that the prescriptions of 
your medical man thwart and hinder the interests 
of your vocation, instead of advancing them, then 
it may be necessary to resist, or, at any rate, to 
consider. 

Remember that you are not sent into this 
world to live as long as possible at any cost, but to 
do God's work in it, even though that work should 
require great and continued self-denial. 

St. Augustine complains frequently in his writ- 
ings of suflferings from violent headaches. We 
may reasonably suspect that his medical man often 
advised him to give up work, ^tvd \^ ^o ^^^ \x\^^ X^^ 
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sure the saint thanked the learned doctor, and 
quietly continued his vigils. One day, when that 
saint-like soul, Sceur Rosalie, was very ill, and had 
been forbidden by the doctor to go out to visit the 
poor, she said to the young nuns who were trying 
to keep her at home, " Mes enfants, let us do our 
duty, and leave the doctors to do theirs ! " 

And now, what are we to gather from all this ? 

I must leave it to your own judgment. You 
want to do right, and with God's help you will be 
able to see the proper limits of that " reasonable 
service," which elevates him who commands, 
honours him who obeys, seeks before all things the 
will of God, and respects the claims of the soul, 
while taking into consideration the requirements of 
the body. 

Patience. 

"After these things was a festival day of the 
Jews, and Jesus went up to Jerusalem. 

*' Now there is at Jerusalem a pond, called Pro- 
batica, which in Hebrew is named Bethsaida, 
having five porches. 

" In these lay a great multitude of sick, of blind, 
of lame, of withered, waiting for the moving of the 
water. 

" And an angel of the Lord descended at certa.vx 
times into the pond : and \.Vve \^^.\.^x ^n^s» xxnsssi^^^ 
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And he that went down first into the pond after 
the motion of the water, was made whole of what- 
soever infirmity he lay under. 

"And there was a certain man there, that had 
been eight and thirty years under his infirmity. 

" Him when Jesus had seen lying, and knew that 
he had been now a long time, He saith to him, 
Wilt thou be made whole ? 

" The infirm man answered him. Sir, I have no 
man, when the water is troubled, to put me into the 
pond. For whilst I am coming, another man goeth 
down before me. 

"Jesus saith to him, Arise, take up thy bed, and 
walk. 

" And immediately the man was made whole i 
and he took up his bed and walked. And it was 
the Sabbath that day." * 

I wish I could persuade those poor invalids who 
have been vainly hoping for recovery during many 
a long year to take heart and profit by the example 
of the poor paralytic. 

For more than thirty years this poor man had 
been deprived of the use of his limbs, and had come 
day after day to the pond of Bethsaida, never losing 
his trust in God's help ; sorely tried, but always 
victorious through his unshaken confidence. At 
the hour when the angel " troubled the water,*' as 
the Evangelist tells us, he tried to plunge into the 

* St. John V. 1-9. 
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healing bath, but some less feeble sufferer had 
always been before him. Yet he never lost hope 
and courage. 

One day that his faith brought him to the pond 
as usual, and he had again missed the longed-for 
chance, he lay down beside the water in uncom* 
plaining patience, when suddenly he saw near him 
a Man with a graver and more gentle aspect than 
other men, and from whose lips proceeded those 
strange words, " Wilt thou be made whole ? " 

Must not the question have sounded like a cruel 
mockery to the poor paralytic, after eight and 
thirty years of disappointed waiting ? 

" Sir," he meekly answers, " I have no man, when 
the water is troubled, to put me into the pond. 
For whilst I am coming, another man goeth down 
before me." Jesus saith to him, "Arise, take up 
thy bed, and walk." 

Marvellous words ! and in their effect still more 
wonderful. In one moment the Saviour rewarded 
the long patience of His servant. 

" Arise and walk ! " My brother, you too will 
one day hear those words of resurrection and life, 
but they will only come at the hour known to God, 
and you must learn to await them in patience. 

It is the way of God's providence not to accom- 
plish in a moment His greatest works, but to follow 
the laws and requirements of time in His gcive.i:vjc- 
ment of the world. 
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If the paralytic man had been cured in the 
beginning of his illness, he would not have edified 
others and advanced the glory of God by offering 
the spectacle of a soul full of life and of enduring 
patience, in a body already half-dead. But help 
comes at last, for the Friend of our souls will never 
'* suffer us to be tempted above our strength." His 
Hand is suddenly put forth, when succour is no 
longer expected. So sudden and speedy is . our 
relief, that we are astonished at our own happiness. 
Such are the ways of God's love. 

Oh, how blessed is that hour, how full of con- 
solation and happiness, when the presence of the 
Divine Friend is restored to the soul, and with 
it all the effects of His Almighty compassion ! 
Blessed, above all, when it has been purchased 
by long days of unshaken patience, and when the 
unlooked-for help comes to crown a hope which 
has never failed ! What greater proof of faith and 
love can the soul give to her God, than patient 
endurance such as this ? Can any other proof be 
so convincing, as hope, which no persistent science 
can shake, and faith, which no banishment can 
stagger ? 

Christian soul, this is a great work to which I 

am now exhorting you. The holy writer of the 

"Imitation" is struck with its magnitude, whilst 

he is recommending it. "It is much, and very 

much, to be able to forego aW corcv^ot\.,\io\;>cvV\xTcsaxN. 
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Reading. 

If sickness does not incapacitate you for all 
mental exertion, so that you are still able to 
occupy yourself with reading, be thankful for this 
help, and take good care to profit by it. To say 
nothing of the harm which mental depression does 
the soul, we may be sure that it acts injuriously 
upon the body, whilst a wise and moderate degree 
of intellectual exertion tends to quicken and sus- 
tain physical life. 

Let us suppose that your sickness, though it 
does not leave you strength enough for your 
ordinary occupations, still allows you the comfort 
of such reading as will not put too much strain 
upon the mind. What books will you choose ? 
Have you been hitherto of the number of those 
who, while very careful in selecting their friends, 
are not at all particular in the matter of books, and 
become familiar with many whose authors they 
would blush to associate with ? There are people 
who fall into this gross inconsistency, and live 
habitually, notwithstanding their professions of 
religion, in the intimacy of writers of corrupt minds, 
or of at least doubtful morality. 

The season of sickness is a fitting time to dismiss 
such dangerous visitors. Brought low, as you are, 
by that physical weakness which reacts upon the 
soul, beware of giving youtseVt vl^ wiv^xtc^^^ \.^ \!aR; 
attacks of temptation ! 
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The invalid has to live much on his own thoughts. 
Memory is the constant companion of long hours 
of wakefulness and loneliness. Let this com- 
panionship be pure and ennobling ; do not suffer 
its tone to be lowered, lest it bring you the sting 
of unwelcome recollections, instead of being a 
source of purifying consolation. Virginal purity is 
memory's fairest treasure ; happy they who have 
never lost it, for once lost, no regrets, no strivings 
to forget, can restore the ruin. 

I am quite of opinion that you should read 
amusing books ; for it is highly desirable for you 
to avoid ennui and low spirits, and to keep up your 
courage by that cheerful temper which enlivens 
heroism itself, and is good company even to the 
soldier on the battle-field. Your bed of sickness 
is a field of battle, and I would remind you 
of the proverb, "Contre mauvaise fortune, bon 
cceur." 

But choose well the books which are to cheer 
and amuse you. Choose what is simple, natural, 
and full of ennobling interests. Avoid those 
romantic and Sensational'works in which the author 
has striven after a laboured and complicated plot, 
the great object being apparently to do away 
with all traces of probability or common sense. 
Wretched books, whose aim is not to touch the 
soul, but the senses and nerves of the rea.dex^'asssi. 
whose only effect is to \eave \vvk\ vcv ^ 'sX'^^ ^'^ 
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feverish excitement. This is not precisely what 
you are in want of just now. 

But if sensational novels are poison to the 
weakened imagination of an invalid, those pro- 
ductions of late years, which, under the title of 
realism^ have done so much to lower and vitiate 
the minds of many amongst us, are equally to be 
dreaded. Never open one. 

Really good books, books that are amusing, 
clever, refined, and instructive as well as amusing, 
are not, thank goodness, so rare. Select these, and I 
will answer for it that their society will be a source 
of intellectual profit to you, and a real solace. 

But, my friend, there is another kind of reading 
to which God more especially wishes you to turn 
your mind. It may be that in the bustle of 
your ordinary occupation you have found little 
leisure for that serious reading which is profitable 
to the soul ; you should, therefore, gladly take 
advantage of the opportunity which now offers 
itself, of listening a while to the voice of God and 
of His saints. 

What books shall I recommeird to you for 
spiritual reading.^ What does our holy mother, 
the Church, recommend to her children } 

First, there is the Book of books, the Scriptures. 
It may be that you have arrived at your present 
time of life without having read the New Testa- 
ment, without, that is, havmg \-^^d W. ^\MX\ •5»>\sJft. ^ 
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thorough reading as you are ready enough to 
bestow on any literary production which pleases 
you. If this be true, I regret it for your own sake. 
You have perhaps become acquainted with the 
portions of this blessed Book which are read during 
Mass on Sundays, and have imagined that in this 
way you gained sufficient knowledge of its divine 
contents. This is a grievous mistake ; you may not ^ 
discover it till you reach old age, and find yourself 
a prey to that spiritual weakness which comes from 
never having studied the Gospel. 

Your sickness will be an inestimable blessing 
if it only makes you well acquainted with this 
most holy Book. Open it at the first page, and 
read on. Do not trouble yourself about the divi-- 
sions of chapters and verses ; read as long as you 
feel inclined. You will be surprised to find how 
the interest of this reading suits itself to the state 
of your mind. It is the property of God's works, 
that they seem to be made specially for each one 
of us, as well as for all in general. Nothing is 
easier to understand, more varied in meaning, more 
soothing, and at the same time grander and more 
full of power, than this divine Book. Jesus Christ 
is not here described by the hand of man ; He 
Himself reveals Himself to us ; it is from His 
own adorable Lips that those blessed words fall 
which, for nineteen centuries, hav^ \\aA ^<5r^^^ \s> 
dry tears and soothe every suffeivtv^. 
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You will find the Acts of the Apostles very 
cheering ; they show us how God has been pleased 
to make use of human frailty and nothingness to 
accomplish His greatest works. 

If you are in great suffering, read the Acts of the 
Martyrs ; they are full of examples which will both 
instruct and encourage you. In those pages you 
will read of the joy of self-sacrifice ; of victories 
gained over the weakness of the flesh ; of death, 
met face to face, and shorn of all its terrors in 
the light of this unshrinking gaze. Above all, 
you will learn from these histories of primitive 
ages the high price which God sets upon the 
sufferings of His children, and the tender love 
with which He gathers up their tears. You will 
be ashamed to complain of your own trials, when 
you come to see the labours of the Martyrs, and 
you will blush for your cowardice when you hear 
the heroic utterances of little children and tender 
virgins in the midst of torture. 

Read the Lives of the Saints. They are God's 
work in man ; they tell of the wonderful power 
of grace, which is here shown forth in an endless 
variety of ages and characters. 

I may also recommend to you several of St. 

Jerome's letters, that are full of comfort and 

encouragement ; also some of the letters of St 

Augustine, as well as this great saint's Confessions, 

and his commentaries on certam oi \}£\^ ^^^tcv."s» 
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more especially the 136th, "Upon the rivers of 
Babylon." In this last, the weariness of this world s 
trials, even when borne without murmuring or 
despondency, and the longing of the Christian 
for his heavenly home, are expressed in language 
which has rarely been equalled by any human pen. 

I need hardly remind you of the " Imitation of 
Christ." Its author was a man deeply versed in 
spiritual science, and wrote, at a period of great 
and general calamity, for those souls who sought to 
leave exterior for interior things, as the mystics 
were wont to express it. There is a tradition 
respecting this book, that whoever opens it at 
random is certain to light upon something peculiarly 
applicable to his present need. 

The works of St. Frangois de Sales are also 
admirably adapted to the season of sorrow and 
suffering. 

The teaching they contain is holy, vigorous, and 
profound, clothed at the same time in attractive 
language, so that we shall find ourselves at once 
interested and even amused by their perusal. 

I may mention, further, the minor works of 
Bossuet, especially his discourse on "Abandon- 
ment to the Will of God," the one on " Life hidden 
with God," and his reflections on the " Agony of 
our Blessed Lord ; " also an admirable work of 
PascaFs, which is too little known, on the " Ri^ht 
Use of Sickness" 
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Christian sufferer, these and such as these are 
the books which I would have you read. Jesus says 
to you now, as the Apostle did to his dearly 
beloved Timothy, " Till I come, attend unto read- 
ing/' * " Till I come!' These words are full of 
mystery, if we interpret them of Him Who is ever 
coming to us. Christ comes to us in our sorrows 
and in our joys ; He comes in increasing trials, as 
well as in relief and comfort; He comes in the 
healing of our bodies in this world, as well as in 
the everlasting salvation of His children in the life 
to come. In whatever way He may vouchsafe to 
visit you, wait for Him, suffering soul. Wait for 
Him, in watchfulness, in prayer, in holy medita- 
tion, and pious readings. 

" Till I come attend unto reading." 

Attende lectione dum venio. 

Visitors. 

The first thing you have to do now, is to close 
your door; the second is, to know to whom you 
should open it. If it be advisable that a sick man's 
library should be formed with care, with what care- 
fulness and caution ought he not to choose his 
company ! Visitors ! Be careful about these living 
books that you cannot always dismiss at will, and 
who will sometimes keep on talking to you, when 

♦ I Tim. ly. iv 
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you are worn out with weariness and longing to 
drop asleep ! 

We agreed at the beginning of this book that 
amongst the chief spiritual benefits to be derived 
from sickness, are retirement, silence, and self- 
recollection. God would have you be silent, and 
the physician gives you the same advice ; here, 
.then, at any rate, is a case in which both the 
heavenly and the earthly authorities are at one. It 
would surely be inexcusable for you to disobey 
them. There is so much talking in the world, and 
you yourself have talked so much during the last 
ten years, say, that a silent interval of a few days 
might really be a rest to your soul. You say that 
you are fond of novelty ; leave off ^talking for a 
while: who knows but you may discover in the 
experiment new sensations which will surprise you ! 

I am now speaking of silence with regard to 
conversations, friends, and visitors. Silence is, in 
the first place, the visit of God to the soul, and I 
would remind you once again to consecrate the 
largest, calmest, and best part of your time to this 
heavenly guest. Let your visitors be few in 
number. First on the list are those whom God's 
providence has appointed for you, those who are 
around you and wait upon you — ^your near relations, 
your servants. No effort is necessary to receive 
these ; you make no attempt with thetxv t.c> "sfc^^WN. 
Jivdl^, or amused, or anything \i\x\. \s[\\aX. ^'^^ '^'^^' 



178 (Kottttgtte to tfie Sbfcii, 

Believe me, it is worth while to enjoy such a rest 
as this from the strain of keeping up appearances. 
Receive gladly the loving ministrations of those 
who wait upon you, and see that you pay them 
back largely in gratitude and love. All the 
flatteries which the wprld is so ready to give you 
in abundance when you are in no need of help 
are not worth a straw compared to the care of a 
faithful servant, whose self-devotion is only known 
to yourself. 

After your immediate family circle, welcome 
with joy and thankfulness a small number of 
intimate friends, if God has blessed you with such. 
These will know how to choose the most suitable 
times for their visits ; they will pray with you, or 
read to you, or enliven you with their conversation. 
The more you suffer, the more they will cling to 
you ; the more weary and dreary your sick-room 
becomes, the oftener they will cross its threshold ; 
their friendship will increase in proportion as your 
need of it increases, and if there should come a 
day when it is dangerous to approach you, some 
of them will brave even this, and forget their own 
safety to soothe your sufferings. 

As to other visitors, who else would you include.^ 

If you mean a certain select few, who, though not 

very intimate, still take a real interest in your state, 

and do not come merely as a matter of heartless 

formality, I would say, adnvVt ftvem Vj ^VV paeans. 
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See, however, that you do not weary them with 
sighs and complaints, but let them see that a 
Christian knows how to bear his trials. 

If, over and above these, you mean by visitors 
those worldly-minded people who gad about from 
house to house, full of hollow condolences, of false 
comfort, of worldly maxims and interested atten- 
tions ; gossips, who waste time in backbiting, and 
trying to cure mcurable emmi ; heartless actors of 
which there are so many on this world's stage — if 
you mean visitors of this class, I can but advise you 
to keep your door inexorably closed against them. 

But, alas ! I am talking all this time of the danger 
and inconvenience of having too much of this world's 
favour, as if I were addressing myself solely to the 
prosperous ones of the earth, to those who are 
loaded with worldly blessings, and satiated by their 
very abundance. But I am not forgetting Christ's 
dear and suffering servant, who lies in his wretched 
garret, parched with fever, and longing for the 
coming of some charitable visitor. He needs no 
warning against the dangers of too much company; 
he is not troubled with over many friends ; no 
worldly-minded bores come knocking at his door. 

No need to impress on you, my poor brother, 
the duty of gratitude. When, after a long, lonely 
night, and a day, perhaps, as long and as lonely, 
some friend, whom God's loving-kitvdtve.^^ \Nas» '5.^^^> 
stands by your bedside, your tevex\^ V'a.xA V<^^^ 
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his with a welcome which no money can buy, and 
when he leaves you, your eyes follow him, full of 
grateful tears, which God records to your account. 

Oh ! yes, my poor brother, receive thankfully these 
visitors sent to you by the God of love ; prize them, 
and hold them very dear. They, at any rate, will 
bring you no hollow professions or hypocritical 
compliments ; you may safely believe what the mes- 
senger of charity says to you, for he would not be 
standing there unless he loved you, and felt for 
you. 

Receive, then, with gratitude the young man of 
wealth and position who comes quietly into your 
little room, and slips his offering under your 
pillow. 

Welcome the delicate, fine lady, who sits down 
by your bedside ; accept her loving services, for to 
seek your company she has forsaken the rich and 
happy ones of this world. 

And as for us who are loaded with this world's 
goods, let us blush when we think of our manifold 
blessings, and of our manifold abuses of them, and 
let us pray God to restore to our souls that which 
the world is daily striving to take from us, namely, 
simplicity, humble gratitude, and the power of dis- 
cerning true riches. 



<Bom%t\% to tj^t §btc6. i8i 



Ruins. 

Diseases, which we may call the assaults of death, 
sometimes leave in our bodily frame a general 
languor, or some particular infirmity, or the first 
marks of old age ; or, it may be, deformity or 
ugliness. It is only of the last of these ruins that 
I am now going to speak. 

Ugliness ! What shall we say of this affliction, 
which, though the one that is oftenest to be met 
with in the world, is yet the one that men look 
upon with the greatest contempt, as if all men, 
more or less, sooner or later, were not marked with 
its brand ? It has been said that, " If there existed 
a race of men who were immortal, the idea of death 
would be more terrible to them than it is to us.""* 

Might we not say. If there existed a race of 
men who were perfect in beauty, they would be 
more indulgent to ugliness than we are ? But 
every one is more or less ugly, and every one is 
severe on the ugliness of others. 

What a proof this is of our want of charity and 
of our stupidity ! 

What words can we find, even the most compas- 
sionate of us, to soothe this trial which is all the 
more grievous because of a certain touch of ridicule 
which attaches to it ? What can we say to those 
sorely afflicted ones, whose features are disfi^v3xe.d^ 

* Count X, de 'NLaa^A.xe, 
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or whose limbs are maimed by the wounds and 
deformities caused by disease, or by the remedies 
which have removed it ? How can we comfort 
those disinherited ones who are driven to hide 
themselves from the gaze of their fellow-men, who 
shrink from the kindest eyes, hardly daring even to 
show themselves in the house of God during the 
hours of service, and whose one desire is to escape 
observation and hide themselves away in some 
corner where they may live and die unseen. God 
alone, Jesus Christ alone, and He crucified, can 
comfort these. He can and He will. But His 
hand alone is tender enough to touch your wounds 
without adding to their pain. My brother, turn 
aside from men. Forget their heartless scorn, and 
cling to Jesus, the Comforter for all who are in 
sorrow and stricken with infirmity. 

But, O my God, what is this that I behold ? 
O Blessed Jesus, "art Thou not beautiful above 
the sons of men ? '* * Art Thou not He whom 
children loved, and to whose arms they gladly 
came — they who ever seek whatsoever is lovely ? 
Art Thou not He whom of whose beauty the 
spouse in the Canticle of Canticles sang in prophetic 
rapture ? Whence comes it, then, that even Thy 
prophets seem hardly to recognize Thee ? Whence 
comes it that shame and sorrow have set their 
marks upon Thine adorable face ? The prophet 

* Psalm x\W. 1- 
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Isaias sees Thee, by the eye of faith, through the 
vista of far-off ages ; he beholds Thee climbing the 
sacred mount, fainting beneath the burden of the 
cross, and yet he declares that he knows Thee not. 

" Who hath believed our report ? and to whom 
is the arm of the Lord revealed ? 

*' And He shall grow up as a tender plant before 
Him, and as a root out of a thirsty ground : there 
is no beauty in Him, nor comeliness : and we have 
seen him, and there was no sightliness, that we 
should be desirous of Him. 

" Despised, and the most abject of men, a man 
of sorrows, and acquainted with infirmity : and 
His look was as it were hidden and despised, 
whereupon we esteemed Him not. 

" Surely he hath borne our infirmities, and carried 
our sorrows : and we have thought Him as it were 
a leper, and as one struck by God and afflicted. 

"But He was wounded for our infirmities, He 
was bruised for our sins : the chastisement of our 
peace was upon Him, and by His bruises we are 
healed." 

O King, crowned with insult and reproach. Thy 
prophet at once expresses and explains the mystery. 
It was to heal my stripes that Thou wast stricken ; 
it was to raise me from the depths of my humilia- 
tion that Thou didst vouchsafe to be covered with 
shame and confusion. Yet I have dared to ^KN»x.xsssis^^ 
O my God ! 



1 84 Counsels to tj^e SbiA. 

The slights of men have been to me a heavier 
burden than I could bear, and the bitter marks of 
their scorn have raised a storm of angry feelings in 
my heart. But I look upon Thee, O Jesus ; I hear 
Thy words, as Thou sayest to me, Behold, My 
son, and compare the reproaches thou endurest with 
those I bore for thee. " But I am a worm, and no 
man : the reproach of men, and the outcast of the 
people. . . . They have dug My hands and feet 
They have numbered all My bones. 

"And they have looked and stared upon Me. 
They parted My garments amongst them ; and 
upon My vesture they cast lots. 

"All they that saw Me have laughed Me to 
scorn : they have spoken with the lips, and wagged 
the head." * 

I hear Thy voice, O Lord : I will unite my 
sufferings with Thine. I will no longer murmur, 
but take refuge in silence ; I will forget the scorn 
of men, I will forgive and accept it ; nay, more, I 
will love and welcome it, since it has rested on my 
Saviour's brow, before it fell on mine. 

O Word of God, Brightness of Eternal Beauty, 
Thy brightness was hidden, dimmed, tarnished for 
love of us ; Thy beauty was marred by the anguish 
of Thy Passion, and by Thy death upon the Cross. 
I adore Thee, O Lord; I love Thee, in Thine 
abasement. I unite my deformity to the blows 

* Psalm xxi. 7, 1^, 19* ^^ 
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and spits from which Thou didst not hide Thy 
face. I unite the stains which the chastisement of 
sin has left on my body with those sacred marks 
which love has impressed on 'fhine. I would hide 
myself with Thee in the reproach of the Cross in 
this world, so that I may one day appear with 
Thee, changed into Thy likeness. 

" It is sown in dishonour ; it shall rise in glory."* 



Imaginary Ailments. 

You have probably amongst your acquaintances 
met people who have never known what it is to be 
really ill, but who are ready to complain whenever 
they can get up the slightest ailment, under the 
impression that a certain well-bred languor is 
becoming and interesting. If any passing agitation 
disturbs their sleep for a night, they will tell you 
they suffer from continual wakefulness, and are 
burnt up with fever. If a little nervous fatigue 
gives them a headache, they shut themselves up, 
and lie on the sofa, talk of their sufferings, and 
insist on being waited on, and nursed, and made 
a fuss over. They grumble, and give trouble, and 
perhaps cry, to help to pass the time ; they are 
out of spirits without knowing why; they think 
themselves ill used by everybody, so they worry 

♦ 1 Cor, XV. /^v 
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everybody ; they complain that life goes hardly 
with them, and declare that they are enduring 
horrible, atrocious pain. If they feel the least 
physical uneasiness, they will send for their medical 
man, thus taking up for the relief of a mere 
imaginary ailment the skill and attendance for 
which many real sufferers are waiting. If, taking 
pity on their supposed ills, you inquire what really 
is the matter with them, they will tell you that 
they are suffering martyrdom. Do not swell the 
ranks of such martyrs. 

I advise you, my friend, not to be so morbidly 
watchful over your health as to let every passing 
ailment upset your nerves and put a check to all 
exertion ; neither must you imitate that singular 
affectation which seems to take delight in every 
little indisposition, to boast of it, to make much of 
it, and parade it on every possible occasion. 

People sometimes carry this mania to such an 
extent, that at last they become really ill, and end 
by turning their whimsical fancies into actual 
sufferings. It would almost seem, in such a case, 
as if God's providence had fulfilled their wishes by 
giving them what they appeared to seek, namely, 
really delicate health to take care of and brood 
over. We all know that idle, rich people, sur- 
rounded as they are by every luxury, occasionally 
invent new maladies of which the hardworking 
poor do not even know the natives, at^d ^>\cc^^4. vjs. 
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creating for themselves real pains and infirmities 
out of fancied ailments. 

Do not be so skilful in the art of self-torture ; 
reserve your complainings and your heroism for 
the real trials which are sure to come sooner or 
later, and do not draw too largely on the pity of 
your friends before the time when you will really 
need it. There is great danger in pretences of 
this sort. They are lowering to the soul, which is 
held back by them from active, earnest work ; they 
are a mockery to the real misfortunes of our fellow- 
creatures, and they are a provocation to the justice 
of God, Who hates the affected murmurs of thank- 
less prosperity. 

Sickness in Exile. 

You have fallen ill, here in your own country, in 
your own home, in the midst of those who love 
you and surround you with tender care, and yet you 
complain, and perhaps accuse God's providence. 

Have you ever thought of the traveller, a prey 
to sickness far away from his own country, in some 
inn, where he hears only a foreign language, where 
he sees only indifferent or greedy faces ? 

Have you ever thought of the passenger who is 
left, sick, at the first port where his ship touches, 
hundreds of miles from the country for wMcK Ke. 
was bound ; who, from a foxevgtv scyX^^'^^-^^'^*^^ 
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sails of the vessel as they vanish below the horizon, 
bearing away his last hope of ever again seeing his 
native land ? 

Have you thought of the young wife who leaves 
her father and mother, to follow her husband to 
far-off lands, and having watched his dying bed, 
has to finish her journey alone, and to land alone, 
in a strange country in the first hour of her sorrow ? 

Have you thought of the exile who longs to see 
his mother once more before he dies, but feels 
himself sinking fast, and knows that a foreign 
grave will close over him ? 

Have you ever thought of the poor sailor stricken 
with deadly sickness, lying in the ship's hospital, 
which is only four feet in height, and there nursed 
by some kind-hearted but unskilful messmate, 
while he gazes with sad forebodings on the watery 
winding-sheet which has enfolded so many before 
him ? 

Have you thought of the missionary whose 
strength fails him, an4 who lies down in the midst 
of the jungle, exhausted with fatigue and broken 
down by fever, whilst his native attendant goes 
away in search of succour ? 

Have you thought of the Sister of Mercy, who 
sets out joyously, and by-and-by falls a victim to 
her heroic labours in some distant land ? 

Have you thought of the young soldier who 
sinks down on the line of matc\\, sX.tMcV \y^ \3cv& ^te 



QDottttsels to tfte ^iO^. 189 



of the enemy, or the ravages of pestilence, and sees 
his regiment, his comrades, his friends, pass him by, 
loses sight at once of his colours and his country, 
and dies, after hours of suffering, in a hastily con- 
structed camp hospital, under a burning Indian 
sky? 

My brother, I am not setting before your eyes 
an imaginary picture. These are realities which 
are to be met with every day, almost every hour ; 
we cannot look round the world without coming 
across them. 

Weak and cowardly as we are, shall we dare to 
complain of our own small trials, when we compare 
them with trials like these ? 

Two Homes. 

At the beginning of winter, when the first 
snows lay on the ground, a poor man and a rich 
man fell ill. They lived not far from one another. 
When the rich man felt the touch of sickness on 
him, he remained within doors, retired to his com- 
fortable room, sent for the doctor, and at once every 
precaution was taken. 

The poor man rose feeling ill, but he went to 
his work as usual to earn the daily bread. 

The rich man was never left alone. The fever 
declared itself, but loving care and the best skill 
of the city watched by his pvWow . Vlv% ^"Si^ "^^^ 
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children never left his room, and vied with each 
other in rendering him every little service he 
required. 

The poor man came home that first day from his 
work, giddy with pain and burning with fever. It 
was dark, and he staggered painfully up the steep 
stairs that led to his garret, pushed open the door, 
and found no one within, and no comforts but a 
straw mattress and a fireless hearth. 

But the rich man complained. This illness 
would upset his plans, and interfere with his 
business. He foresaw entertainments, too, which 
he should be obliged to postpone, opportunities of 
gaining distinction which he should miss, important 
occupations which would be suddenly broken in 
upon ; he counted up the loss which he would be 
likely to sustain through his inability to attend to 
business. All these complaints he poured into 
the ears of his wife, who tried gently to turn his 
thoughts to other subjects. 

When the poor man had stretched himself upon 
his miserable pallet in the dark, he soon heard 
footsteps coming up the staircase, and then some 
one entered the room, and lighted a candle. His 
three little children and his wife came to his bed- 
side, and the poor woman murmured as she looked 
at him, "Alas! you are going to be thrown out of 
work ; and meantime where shall we find bread ? " 

The rich man was 'k\rvd-'Vveat>L^d ^\\^ OsvaxVwiJcAft. 
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He sent for. his steward, and gave orders that a 
sum of money should be distributed to the poor, 
thinking rightly that these alms would plead in his 
behalf before God. 

The poor man beheld his wife tired out with her 
hard day's work. The little ones were clinging to 
their mother. He could not speak, but through 
his dizzy brain floated that ever-present dread of 
the poor — hunger ! 

He foresaw in a moment what the poor man 
fears when sickness comes upon him : an empty 
grate, his children crying for bread, his credit gone, 
his place in the workshop filled up, and, in case his 
illness lasted, notice to quit from his landlord, his 
little stock of furniture pawned or sold, and iinally 
the workhouse or the hospital. 

Medical men were called in to attend on the rich 
man. The most eminent skill and care were ex- 
hausted in his behalf. 

The poor man's wife was obliged to give up her 
work ; she sent for the parish doctor, and applied 
for parish relief She was questioned, told her 
case should be taken into consideration, and sent 
away. The doctor came the next day; he was 
kind and skilful, but tremendously overworked ; 
he remained a few minutes in the miserable little 
room, and then hurried away ; for he had on his 
list fifteen more poor patients to be visited before 
the end of his round. 
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The rich man's ilhiess ran its course ; but, thanks 
to the skill and the devoted attention which sur- 
rounded him, no dangerous symptoms appeared; 
a certain amount of anxiety was the sharpest trial 
which had as yet crossed the threshold of the 
luxurious home. 

By this time the poor man was reduced to great 
distress, and having parted with the last few relics 
remaining to him of his parents and the days of 
his childhood, he had nothing more left to sell, and 
knew not where to turn for help. 

A financial scheme presented itself to the rich 
man ; his agent and his lawyer consulted together, 
and determined not to trouble him about the 
matter in his present state of health ; but three 
of his friends came forward, and advanced the 
money which was requisite. 

The wife of the poor man dressed herself as 
neatly as the wretched remnants of her clothes 
would allow, and went to the house of one of her 
neighbours whom she knew to be in easy circum- 
stances, and irnplored him to lend her a few shillings. 
This neighbour was good-natured. Taking the 
shillings from his purse, before all his household, 
he held forth on the thoughtlessness of the poor, on 
their want of foresight, their imprudence, their fail- 
ings of various kinds, declaring that with industry 
people could always get on, and that economy, 
cheerfulness, and patience wete \^\6^?»^^^\^'a^a\& to 
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the labouring classes. Then he solemnly handed 
over to her the money, and recorded the debt in his 
account-book. 

And so things went on for some time ; the rich 
man growing a little better, and the poor man a 
little worse, though the latter was kept, day by 
day, from utter starvation by the kindness of 
Christian charity. When spring came, and the sun 
shone once more on the budding leaves and flowers, 
the rich man was convalescent, and ordered away 
to his country seat, that change of air might bring 
back his strength. These orders he promptly 
obeyed, and then went to drink the waters of a 
famous healing spring in the South of Europe, 
where he remained during the winter, as a matter 
of precaution. 

But, with the summer days, fresh troubles came 
upon the poor man. One by one, the friends 
who had helped him went out of town, and he was 
left alone. The rent of his room was in arrear, 
and his worst forebodings on the night when he 
was taken ill came to be fulfilled. He received 
notice to quit ; his few remaining sticks of furniture 
were sold ; then came the workhouse, a bed in the 
hospital, and in a month he was dead. 

On the day of the poor man's death, the rich 
man wrote to one of his friends : — " You would 
hardly believe, my dear friend, how ra.arvY ^xnxsss^- 
ances, perplexities, and difEvc\x\tWs oi i)J^ VnxA's. ^sc^ 
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unfortunate illness of last winter has caused me. 
Since that time everything has gone wrong. I had 
to let several most advantageous affairs slip through 
my hands, and to leave uncompleted a first-class 
speculation in which I had embarked ; I could not 
stir from the fireside all last winter, and here I am 
now in a foreign country, away from my business 
and all I take pleasure in ! I try to resign myself 
to the will of Providence, but I confess that I find 
it hard to do this, and I cannot help envying those 
who are in a humble walk of life, and free from the 
cares of business, and who have no important 
interests at stake. The more I think of it, the 
more I am convinced that these people are very 
much mistaken when they complain of their lot, 
and that in reality they are much better off than 
we are." 

Reader, are you quite sure that neither you nor 
I ever wrote that letter ? 

The Grace of Consolation. 

The Sick Man, Lord, the day wears on and the 
sun already begins to decline : Thy words and Thy 
grace have sustained me until this hour, but fresh 
trials come with mid-day, and, as it were, fuller 
floods of suffering. I see the business of life going 
on all around me, I hear far-off sounds which speak 
to me of the diligent and ws^l\i\ \^o\3l^ q>^ tkv^ 
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fellow-creatures. Sufifering and weakness compel 
me to live a selfish life, just as pleasure causes 
selfishness in others. This thought fills me with 
sorrow and humiliation, for, O my God, Thou didst 
give me a heart to love Thee, and a will to work 
for Thy glory and the good of my fellow-creatures. 

Why am I, then, so powerless, while longing to 
do Thee service, or why do spiritual love and- long- 
ing outlive the strength to exert them ? Lord, 
quench this holy fire which burns to no purpose 
in my heart, and only makes still heavier the 
burden of a useless life. 

T/ie Comforter, Has the initiation of suffering 
taught thee nothing, O My child ? Listen to My 
words, and lay them to heart. Of all the things 
which man must learn, the most hidden and 
mysterious is suffering. However tender a man's 
heart may be, or however quick his instinct, he will 
never understand the sufferings of others, unless he 
himself has suffered ; he will speak of them as a 
blind man might talk of colours. Hence the 
common incapacity of those who have never known 
suffering to console those who suffer. Nothing can 
make amends for this want ; not the warmest 
V affection, not the most entire devotion. 

Personal experience can. alone break down the 
barrier, and give us the grace of consolation for 
others. 

Hast thou not often felt tVV\s, IJI7 cN\\\^\ "<H\v^ 
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comfort hast thou met with in thine hours of weak- 
ness from those gay and prosperous people on 
whom fortune has smiled uninterruptedly ? Many 
of them loved thee well, and earnestly desired to 
help thee ; but wise and kindly as their words 
might be, that word was always wanting which 
would have brought thee comfort. This mysterious 
word, this drop of holy unction, nothing can teach 
it to the soul but a personal acquaintance with 
suffering. 

This law is so deep and so universal, that even 
I, Who am possessed of all knowledge, I willed to 
feel every secret of human misery in the weakness 
of the flesh, that so I might become to man that 
experienced Comforter whom he so greatly needs 
in time of distress. My participation in their 
sorrows draws men powerfully to Me ; and when 
the fire of trial comes upon them, it is not to the 
contemplation of My glory on Mount Thabor that 
they turn, but to My Cross on Calvary. There, 
seeing in My sacred Limbs the furrows of their 
own afflictions, they say with unshaken confidence, 
" For we have not a High Priest who cannot have 
compassion on our infirmities ; but one tempted in 
all things like as we are, without sin." * 

This science of suffering is so important that 
nothing can make up for the want of it. He who 
has it not, let him beware how he attempts to deal 

* Heb. w. 1$. 
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with the sorrows of others ; but he who possesses it 
may do all things, for he bears within himself a 
healing power. 

He who has suffered, who has passed through 
long years of grief and affliction, of wearing anxiety, 
of secret heart-sinkings, of disappointed hopes and 
lonely tears — such a one, if he has not received his 
soul in vain, ought henceforward to pass through 
the world as a living sacrament of My consolation. 
Such a one cannot fail to have a soothing influence 
on suffering souls. The sick, the sorrowful, the 
afflicted, recognize him at once from amongsf other 
men. Others may speak, but he only holds the 
secret of that watchword, which finds its way to the 
stricken heart, and acts like balm upon its wounds. 

Such a one is gentle, tender, patient towards 
pain. He knows that a sick man has become a 
•child again, and that if he needs bracing words to 
stir up the dormant energies of his mind, on the 
other hand, his weakness requires the indulgent 
ease and watchfulness of a mother. He who has 
himself been taught by suffering has the art of 
gently turning sick souls to thoughts of Me. He 
will not, as some do, make his zeal a pretext for 
a harshness which of itself provokes and excites 
opposition. " The bruised reed He shall not break, 
and the smoking flax He shall not quench." * 

Therefore rejoice, O My child, that thou hast 

* Isa. xVu. 3, 
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known what it is to suffer, and be comforted that 
thou art still called upon to. suffer ; this initiation 
Into suffering is an unspeakably treasure. Thou 
wilt soon seek out the afflicted ; or, if thou canst 
not go in search of them, they will come to thee. 
Welcome the sorrowful as sent to thee 'by Me; 
welcome them as those for whom thou hast learnt, 
and laboured, and suffered ; welcome them as 
those I have committed to thy care in this world. 
Thou wilt need no studied words wherewith to 
speak to them ; open thy heart and show them the 
scars of thine own wounds ; tell them that thou 
hast known what it is to suffer ; listen to the story 
of their trials, and answer them out of the fulness 
of thy heart. Rich in this treasure of consolation, 
thou mayest go without fear amongst the poor and 
sorrowful. Thy griefs will disappear before their 
griefs, thy sufferings will vanish before their suffer- 
ings ; thou wilt forget thyself in ministering to 
others, and when evening comes round, thou wilt 
be surprised to feel a new life springing up within 
thee ; and thou wilt say to Me in thy thankfulness, 
" Lord, what is this that has befallen me ? Whither 
hast Thou been leading me, and what have I done ? 
I know not how it has happened, :but whilst I have 
been striving to do for others, it seems as if I had 
ivf reality been doing all for myself ; in trying to 
heal them, I have been healing my own wounds; 
in seeking to console the afflicted, 1 Vv^n^ dxved my 
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own tears ; in endeavouring to calm their griefs, I 
have lost the bitterness of my own ; in giving the 
little that I had, I have found all." 



Evening. — The Hour of Loneliness. 

There is one hour for the invalid harder to bear 
than even the time of his first waking. This is the 
last hour of the day, when evening ends and night 
begins. Throughout the day, he has b<B||h in a 
measure consoled for his own inaction by the 
society and attentions of those around him. Friends 
meet by his bed, seeking to amuse him ; they read 
to him, they entertain him, and do all they can to 
turn his thoughts from his trials. But as the night 
closes in, these helps are withdrawn, and the 
sufferer is left alone. 

Most of us know the dreariness of that time, 
when the thoughtful nurse, having done all that 
kindness can suggest, withdraws for the night, and 
leaves us to the society of a flickering lamp, with 
the prospect of many long sleepless hours before 
us. This time of repose for the rest of the world, 
is for the sick man a season of misery and restless- 
ness. More fatigued by long inaction than by the 
hardest work, he can find no rest nor refreshment ; 
the small remains of strength which are still left to 
him only add to his sufferings, a feverish excitement 
takes possession of him, ai\d \.to>i\J^^^ V\^ 'sra^c^. 
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What can I say to you, O suffering Christian, to 
lighten the burden of this weary trial ? What 
memory shall I invoke to comfort you in this hour 
of your passion ? 

In this utmost extremity of distress and angfuish, 
I know of but one help in the world, one last 
but never-failing help — the sacred Passion of the 
Saviour, The Eternal Word of God could have 
redeemed the world by a single command from 
His adorable lips; think you, then, that it was 
without a special purpose that He vouchsafed to 
descend to the weakness of our mortal nature, and 
to experience the extremest pains which that 
nature is capable of sustaining ? Such a work as 
this must surely reveal some great purpose. The 
Saviour willed not only to redeem His elect 
from eternal death, but also to comfort them, to 
strengthen them, to support them during their life 
in this world, and to transfigure every earthly 
pang, by leaving upon it the impress of His 
patience and His victory. 

What has He, then, done for the special relief of 
the sick in their evening solitude ? Verily, He 
Himself knew and passed through this hour, and 
illuminated it to all ages with the light of a solemn 
and blessed memory. 

Let us open the Gospel, "Then Jesus came 
with them into a country place which is called 
Gethsemani; and he said to Hvs d\s»cvi^les^ Sit 
j^ou here, till I go yonder and pray. 
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" And taking with Him Peter and the two sons 
of Zebedee, He began to grow sorrowful and to be 
sad. 

" Then saith He to them, My soul is sorrowful, 
even unto death : stay you here, and watch with 
Me. 

"And going a little further, he fell upon His 
face, praying, and saying, My Father, if it be 
possible, let this chalice pass from Me. Never- 
theless not as I will, but as Thou wilt. 

" And He cometh to His disciples ; and findeth 
them asleep, and He saith to Peter, What ? could 
you not watch one hour with Me ? 

"Watch ye, and pray, that ye enter not into 
temptation. The spirit indeed is willing, but the 
flesh weak. 

"Again the second time. He went and prayed, 
saying, My Father, if this chalice may not pass 
away but I must drink it. Thy will be done. 

" And He cometh again, and findeth them sleep- 
ing : for their eyes were heavy. 

" And leaving them He went again : and He 
prayed the third time, saying the self-same word."* 

Until the hour of night in which His passion 
really began, our Blessed Lord was surrounded by 
His disciples. He partook with them of the Last 
Supper, He left them the divine testament of His 
Body and His Blood, He gave them His last 

♦ St. Matt. xxn. "i^b-vv* 
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counsels, He prayed for them. But the hour of 
the Sacrifice draws nigh, and this Sacrifice begins 
in solitude. Jesus enters into the Garden of Geth- 
scmani ; there He separates Himself from the 
greater number of His apostles ; but, as if shrink- 
ing from utter isolation at the time of His great 
agony, He keeps with Him the best-loved ones, 
those who had seen His glory on Mount Thabor — 
St. Peter and the two sons of Zebedee. To them 
He discovers the secrets of His soul, to them He 
reveals the immensity of His sadness, and seeks 
the support of their sympathy and their prayers. 

He is alone ! He now experiences all the terrors 
and the anguish and shrinkings which solitude 
adds to suffering. He falls into that agony in 
which a bloody sweat testifies to the extremity of 
what He is undergoing. Twice, sorrowful even 
unto death, He returns to His chosen friends, 
seeking help and sympathy from them, and twice 
He finds them asleep. He again leaves them, and 
returns to His solitary prayer. 

Poor sufferer, left alone for the night, troubled 
by gloomy forebodings and cruel phantoms, it was 
for you that our Lord passed through that hour of 
darkness and desolation in the Garden of Geth- 
semani. The world has forsaken you, and is busied 
even at this moment with its pleasures and its 
gaieties ; the echo of its joys perhaps reaches 
^ou on your bed of suffering, l-et. W. ^^^^, ¥.wvy 



GCouttsrt^ to tfie ^{cfe. 203 

not the intoxicating draught of its false happiness ; 
but unite your separation from it to the parting of 
Jesus from His disciples at the entrance of the 
garden. 

By-and-by your relations, your dearest friends^ 
your most faithful servants, leave you in their turn ; 
it is not that they are unfeeling or unfaithful, but 
they are weak, like all who are weighed down with 
the burden of the flesh, and weariness will make 
itself felt, in spite of love. " Their eyes were heavy." 
Do not grudge them the rest which their service 
through the day has earned ; do not ask them to 
watch with you any longer; do not let their 
slumber irritate you ; be strong against your own 
weakness. Take heart ! Learn to bear being left 
alone, and unite this second desertion to the lone- 
liness of Jesus, when He left His three disciples, 
and went alone to drink the bitter cup of His 
agony. If, however, overcome by suffering and 
the anguish of loneliness, you do awaken one of 
your nurses, and ask her to help you, do not be 
vexed if you see her stupefied by fatigue, hardly 
able to answer you, serving you hurriedly, and 
falling back at once into sleep. Do not feel 
aggrieved, or reproach her, or harbour unjust 
thoughts. Peter, James, and John loved their 
Divine Master, and yet they slept the sleep of 
human weakness beneath the olive trees of Geth- 
semani. Keep silence otvce rcvot^,> ^x\^ >\^\>x^ *'^i^'^ 
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third loneliness, which is the hardest of all to bear, 
to that of Jesus, when He left the three disciples 
to their slumbers. Terrors, mental misery, sadness 
beyond your power of control, may overtake you ; 
unite them to the extremity of sorrow which caused 
our Blessed Lord to fall on His face to the earth. 
If you weep, let it be with Jesus, for He wept ; if 
you complain, let it be with Jesus, for He com- 
plained ; if you pray for deliverance, let it be with 
Jesus, for He prayed to be delivered ; but ask as 
He asked, saying, " Father, if it be possible, let this 
chalice pass from Me. Nevertheless hot as I will, 
but as Thou wilt." 

Be with Jesus, be alone with Him. And this 
means, O Christian soul, that you will never be 
alone ; for your Divine Friend, Who is always with 
you and always watchful to help you, will send to 
you the angel of His secret and salutary consolation. 

"And there appeared to Him an angel from 
heaven, strengthening Him." 

Night. 

My brother, see that you do not murmur too 
loudly against the night for the sleeplessness and 
restlessness it brings you. Reverence the night, 
on the contrary, and count it sacred, for it has 
often been the chosen hour of God. 

It was at night that slve wVvo bot^ v\\fc ?>^N\c>\xt of 
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the world left her lowly home with St. Joseph, in 
obedience to the decree of Caesar, and journeyed 
along the roads of Judea to Bethlehem. It was 
at night that she knocked at the doors of many 
dwellings there, and was sent away from all, and 
found no room even in the inn. It was at night 
that the angels sang, in the brightness of a dazzling 
light, " Glory to God in the highest, and on earth 
peace, good will towards men ; " and it was at 
night that the Holy Child was born. It was at 
night that the angel of the Lord warned St. Joseph, 
and that this faithful servant of God rose up, and 
"took the Child and His mother," and fled with them 
from the sword of Herod, and went into Egypt. 

It was at night that Jesus was awoke by the cry 
of His disciples, " Lord, save us, or we perish," and 
that, " rising up. He rebuked the wind, and said to 
the sea. Peace, be still. And the wind ceased : 
there was made a great calm." 

It was at night that Nicodemus came to Jesus,^ 
and that the Master took compassion on the weak- 
ness of His poor servant, and taught him the 
doctrine of regeneration. It was at night that the 
same Divine Teacher, gathering His faithful ones 
around Him, ate with them His last Supper, and 
gave them His Holy Body for food, and His Blood 
for drink. 

It was at night that Joseph of Arimathea, and 
the other faithful followers, wx^.^^^^ *^^ X^^x^^ 
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body ** in linen clothes with the spices," and that 
the Pharisees made the sepulchre sure by setting 
a watch. 

It was at night that Peter was awakened in the 
prison by the angel of the Lord, and that thinking 
he saw a vision he was delivered from his chains, 
and following the angel, found himself free. It 
was at night that the angel appeared to Paul in 
bonds at Jerusalem, and said, " Be constant : for 
as thou hast testified of Me in Jerusalem, so must 
thou bear witness also at Rome." 

It was at night that the Christians of the primitive 
Church were wont to bear to the catacombs the 
precious remains of the martyrs, and hastily to 
engrave a palm-branch on the stone which covered 
them. 

It is at night that penance weeps, that charity 
watches, that the sick man suffers most. It is at 
night that God*s angel, passing over a great city, 
sees the brave self-conquest of some poor tempted 
girl side by side with the dark orgies of sin, and 
spares the guilty city for the sake of that one 
righteous soul. 

Meditate on these things as you lie sleepless, ye 
suffering ones. Lift up your hands by night, and 
praise the Lord, and the darkness of night shall be 
brighter than the day to you, and night itself will 
be illuminated with light and joy. 

^'And night shall be Wg^t as V\vq: ^^-^ \ >5Vcsr: 
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darkness thereof and the light thereof are alike 
to Thee." * " In the time of the evening there 
shall be light." t 

The Crucifix. 

Lord, the hour of desolation came upon me, and 
I knew not how to bear it. All the powers of 
my soul quailed beneath the burden of a bitterness 
greater than I could endure. In the time of this 
terrible anguish I sought for help ; I looked round 
me, thinking that so much suffering must needs call 
forth some comforter ; but no comfort appeared. 

Then I bethought me of Thine image, O Christ 
Jesus. I laid hold of it with a trembling hand, and 
bowed my tear-stained face upon it. Oh ! it is good 
to weep upon Thy Cross, my crucified Lord, as 
those who have so wept know well. Through my 
tears I gazed upon Thy blessed hands, pierced for 
the love of sinners ; I embraced Thy sacred feet, 
nailed for us to the cruel tree ; my hand sought the 
wound in Thy precious side. I felt very close to 
Thee, as I kissed Thy life-giving wounds, and 
looked upon Thy thorn-crowned head. 

From the bottom of my soul there arose that cry 
which Thou, O Jesus, didst pronounce in Thy last 
agony, " Father, into Thy hands I commend my 
spirit." I dwelt on these precious words till t\sft.vt 

♦ Psalm cxxxviiL 12. \ XtOa. ^v^« n« 
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meaning seemed to penetrate my whole soul. I 
wept, but my tears were not bitter as before, and 
instead of the angry murmurings which had filled 
my soul, there arose to my lips an involuntary 
strain of thanksgiving. I felt that my weak will 
had been steeped seven times in the blood of the 
Lamb. 

Why must these moments of rapturous peace 
pass away ? Why is it not granted to us to die 
while they last } 

Oh, Cross of my Saviour, never let me forget Thy 
precious consolations, Thy power against the 
promptings of despair, and Thy sweetness which 
changes tears into peace. 

Oh, dear Saviour, may it be granted to me to fix 
my dying eyes upon Thy Cross ; may some friendly 
hand place it then within my hands, lift it before 
my eyes, press it to my lips. If, in that solemn 
hour of death, I am too weak to pray, grant that 
Thy presence may still thus be brought close to 
me. Happy shall I be if I may so die beneath the 
shadow of the Cross, in the light of Thy loving 
look, like thy servant who on his death-bed fixed 
his eyes on the crucifix, murmuring, " I can no 
longer pray to Him, but I can look at Him."* 

♦ The last words of P^re Lacordaire. 



> 
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The Delays of God. 

The acute pangs of. suffering are not the only 
trials we have to bear. These may be short-lived, 
passing away after they have racked the body for a 
time. Far more grievous is that long-continued 
pain which goes on from day to day, and with a 
monotony that nothing seems materially to increase 
or lessen. This continuous suffering, without any 
prospect of change, throws the soul into a state 
which is neither despair nor impatience, but a sort 
of disgust of suffering. The soul sinks under the 
crushing weight of the same unending trials. She 
has only strength to say to God, " How long wilt 
Thou forget me, O Lord ? unto the end ? How long 
dost Thou turn away Thy face from me } " * 

A soul thus weighed down often loses all clear- 
sightedness ; she looks for nothing from the future, 
she thinks no change possible in her lot. This is 
an ordinary effect of very prolonged sufferings. All 
that now remains is, for the soul to now rise to the 
extraordinary effort of hoping against hope. 

When the storm has lasted long, and the sky is 
black with clouds ; when, as far as the sailor's eye 
can reach, he sees nothing but the angry crests of 
the waves, and the surge of the mighty billows, it 
seems to him as if he were never more to see the 

• Psalm •jtVV. 1. 
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sun, as if the storm-tossed ocean would never again 
sink to rest. And yet a change in the wind is 
enough to sweep away the clouds, and suddenly 
turn the roaring sea to a quiet lake. 

Christian soul, you can never hope enough ! 
What you take to be God's forgetfulness is, in 
reality, the effect of His love. He delays, it is true, 
but He acts thus towards those whom He loves, 
and from whom He expects great deeds to His 
glory. Let us look once more into the Gospel, for 
no one can comfort you so well as Jesus, by His 
own blessed words and works. Let us be silent, 
then, and read. 

"Now there was a certain man sick, named 
Lazarus, of Bethania, of the town of Mary and of 
Martha her sister. 

" (And Mary was she that anointed the Lord 
with ointment, and wiped His feet with her hair: 
whose brother Lazarus was sick.) 

" His sisters therefore sent to Him, saying, Lord, 
behold, he whom Thou lovest is sick. 

" And Jesus hearing it, said to them, This sick- 
ness is not unto death, but for the glory of God : 
that the Son of God may be glorified by it. 

" Now Jesus loved Martha, and her sister Mary, 
and Lazarus. 

"When He had heard, therefore, that he was 
sick, He still remained in the same place two 
days. 
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" Then after that He said to His disciples, Let 
us go into Judea again. 

"The disciples say to Him, Rabbi, the Jews 
but now sought to stone Thee : and goest Thou 
thither again ? 

" Jesus answered, Are there not twelve hours of 
the day ? 

" If a man walk in the day, he stumbleth not, 
because he seeth the light of this world : 

"But if he walk in the night, he stumbleth, 
because the light is not in him. 

" These things He said : and after that He said 
to them, Lazarus our friend sleepeth: but I go 
that I may awake him out of sleep. 

" His disciples therefore said. Lord, if he sleep 
he shall do well. 

" But Jesus spoke of his death : and they thought 
that He spoke of the repose of sleep. 

"Then, therefore, Jesus said to them plainly, 
Lazarus is dead. 

"And I am glad for your sake that I was not 
there, that you may believe : but let us go to him. 

"Thomas therefore, who is called Didymus, said 
to his fellow-disciples, Let us go also, that we may 
die with Him. 

" So Jesus came and found that he had been 
four days already in the grave. 

"(Now Bethania was near Jerusaletxv^ -akii'^s^ 
fifteen furlongs off.) 
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"And many of the Jews were come to Martha 
and Mary, to comfort them concerning their brother, 

"Martha, therefore, as soon as she heard that 
Jesus was come, went to meet Him : but Mary sat 
at home. 

" Martha therefore said to Jesus, Lord, if Thou 
hadst been here, my brother had not died : 

"But now also I know that whatsoever Thou 
wilt ask of God, God will give it Thee. 

"Jesus saith to her. Thy brother shall rise 
again. 

"Martha saith to Him, I know that he shall 
rise again in the resurrection at the last day. 

"Jesus said to her, I am the resurrection and 
the life : he that believeth in me, although he be 
dead, shall live. 

"And every one that liveth, and believeth in 
Me, shall not die for ever. Believest thou this ? 

" She saith to Him, Yea, Lord, I have believed 
that Thou art Christ, the Son of the living God, 
Who art come into this world. 

" And when she had said these things, she went 
and called her sister Mary secretly, saying. The 
Master is come, and calleth for thee. 

" She, as soon as she heard this, riseth quickly 
and cometh to Him. 

" For Jesus was not yet come into the town : 
but He was still in that place where Martha had 
met Him. 
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** The Jews, therefore, who were with her in the 
house, and comforted her, when they saw Mary 
that she rose up speedily and went out, followed 
her, saying. She goeth to the grave to weep 
there. 

" When Mary, therefore, was come where Jesus 
was, seeing Him, she fell down at His feet, and 
saith to Him, Lord, if Thou hadst been here, my 
brother had not died. 

"When, therefore, Jesus saw her weeping, and 
the Jews that were come with her weeping, ' 
groaned in the spirit, and troubled Himself, 

** And said, Where have you laid him ? 

" They say to Him, Lord, come and see. 

" And Jesus wept. 

"The Jews, therefore, said. Behold how Hfc 
loved him. 

"But some of them said. Could not He that 
opened the eyes of the man born blind, have 
caused that this man should not die } 

"Jesus, therefore, again groaning in Himself, 
cometh to the sepulchre. Now it was a cave, and 
a stone was laid over it. 

"Jesus saith. Take away the stone. Martha, 
the sister of him that was dead, saith to Him, 
Lord, by this time he stinketh ; for he is now of 
four days. 

"Jesus saith to her. Did I not say to thee^VsaiL 
if thou wiJt believe, thou s\va\\. s^^ ^^ ^^"^ '^'^ 
God ? 
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" They took, therefore, the stone away : and 
Jesus, lifting up His eyes, said, Father, I give 
Thee thanks that Thou hast heard Me. 

" And I knew that Thou hearest Me always ; but 
because of the people, who stand about, have I 
said it ; that they may believe that Thou hast 
sent Me. 

" When He had said these things, He cried with 
a loud voice, Lazarus, come forth. 

"And presently he that hath been dead came 
forth, bound feet and hands with winding-bands, 
and his face was bound about with a napkin. 
Jesus said to them. Loose him, and let him go." * 

Let us read this Gospel over and over, and then 
kiss the blessed page, and thank God with all our 
hearts for having ordained that these things should 
be recorded for the never-ending comfort of man- 
kind. And yet there are some surprising details in 
this Gospel narrative ; for it is said that Jesus, 
when He had heard that Lazarus was sick, abode 
two days still in the same place where He was; 
and Lazarus dying during the space of these two 
days, Jesus said to His disciples, " Lazarus is dead. 
I am glad for your sakes that I was not there." 
Lastly, when Jesus came to the sepulchre and said, 
" Take away the stone," Martha answered, " Lord, 
he is now of four days." O Saviour, Thou didst 
love Lazarus with a tender love ; why, then, didst 

* St. 3^^^^ "^^' ^-\^- 
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Thcfu delay two whole days before going to his 
aid. Why didst Thou not heal him at the beginning 
of his sickness ? Why, lastly, didst Thou wait 
four days before restoring to Thy friends, Martha 
and Mary, the brother who was so dear to them ? 

Such are the mysteries of Thy delays, O Lord. 
But one of Thy sayings sufficiently explains them 
to us, " This sickness is not unto death, but that 
the Son of God may be glorified by it." Whether, 
therefore, we consider Thy glory, the honour of 
Thy friend Lazarus, the welfare of the Jewish 
multitude, and of mankind in all succeeding ages 
of the world, nay, even the joy and happiness of 
the two loving sisters whom Thou Thyself didst 
love — in all these we see plainly that each delay in 
the workings of Thy mighty power was but an 
effect of Thy wisdom and Thy love. 

For if Lazarus had been cured in the beginning 
of his sickness, he would not have been the same 
wonderful and enduring witness to the divinity of 
the Gospel, nor have testified through the centuries 
against the heresies of the unbeliever by the great 
fact of his resurrection. 

Had Lazarus been cured in the beginning of his 
sickness, he would not have been the blessed 
witness of the ineffable tenderness of our Saviour 
shedding tears at the tomb of a friend, and the 
Jews would not have said, in speaking of those tears 
of God for a man, " Behold \vo>n W^\oN^^Vv«\r 
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Had Lazarus been cured in the beginning of his 
sickness, he would not himself have known the 
depths of the love of his Divine Friend ; he would 
not have realized how this love equals and sur- 
passes the powers of death. 

Had Lazarus been cured in the beginning, there 
would not have been the same rapturous happiness 
in the house at Bethania, as when he came back 
from the dark recesses of the sepulchre, and pressed 
to his heart once more Martha and her sister Mary. 

Marvellous delays of the Saviour ! Mysterious 
tarryings, little understood of men ! Their short- 
sighted affection is too ready to doubt and mistrust 
Thy dealings, for man has but a little time to love ; 
whilst endless ages wait at Thy bidding, O Christ, 
and Thou dost choose from amongst them Thine 
own hour in which to pour out joys and consola- 
tions on those who have waited for Thee. 

Christian soul, wearied and overwhelmed by the 
long night of sufferings, do not confound the 
mysterious delays of God with forgetfulness. Even 
if you should seem to be, like Lazarus, already 
gone down into the tomb ; if the most skilful 
physicians should have condemned you to death, 
thus in a manner sealing beforehand the stone 
upon your tomb ; if you should have to say with 
Job, " My flesh is clothed with rottenness and the 
filth of dust," * do not give up hope, you may yet 

* Job v\\. $. 
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hear the footsteps of Him Who comes when most 
unlooked for. At the sound of His life-giving 
voice your "heart '* and "flesh shall rejoice in the 
living God ; *' * you may still, if so He wills, break 
your bonds, and, casting off your grave-clothes, 
come forth, leaning like Lazarus on the Everlasting 
Arms ; you may once more return to life. But your 
return will be something like that of one who has 
already passed the gates of death, and they who 
see it will give glory to God. 



The Prayers of the Gospel. 

My brother, do not be over-troubled because of 
your weakness in God's sight, but be resigned when 
you cannot pray to Him as you wish, for He knows 
your infirmities, and records the very least of your 
endeavours to serve Him. Besides, have you ever 
considered the sort of prayers our Blessed Lord 
vouchsafes to hear and answer in the Gospel } 
They are so very simple that the greatest weakness 
could hardly hinder you from making use of them. 

A leper comes to Jesus and says, " Lord, if Thou 
wilt. Thou canst make me clean," and Jesus answers 
quickly, " I will ; be thou made clean." f 

A centurion comes and says, " Lord, my servant 
lieth at home sick of the palsy, and grievously 

♦ Psalm Ixxxiii. 2. \ ^.^;^\X. ^\vv. i.> *>.• 
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tormented/* " I will come and heal him," answers 
our Lord. The centurion adds, it is true, those 
beautiful words which have ever since been the 
petition of those who draw near to God's altar: 
" Lord, I am not worthy that Thou shouldst enter 
under my roof; but only say the word and my 
servant shall be healed." * 

The disciples are in a ship with Jesus on the 
Lake of Gennesareth ; the wind rises, the waves 
roar ; the disciples are terrified, and cry out, " Lord, 
save us; we perish." Immediately Jesus com- 
manded the winds, and the sea, and there came a 
great calm.f 

A poor woman who had had an issue of blood 
for twelve years, came behind Him and touched 
the hem of His garment. She did not even venture 
to speak to Him ; the Gospel tells us that she 
only said within herself, "If I shall touch only 
the hem of His garment, I shall be healed." But 
Jesus, turning and seeing her, said, "Be of good 
heart, daughter ; thy faith hath made thee whole." I 

Two blind men cry out, " Have mercy on us, O 
Son of David." Jesus saith to them, "Do you 
believe that I can do this unto you ?" They say to 
him, " Yea, Lord." Then He touched their eyes^ 
saying, " According to your faith, be it done unto 
you." And their eyes were opened.§ 

* St. Matt. viii. 6-8. f St. Matt. viii. 24-26. 

X St. Matt. ix. 20-22. ^ ?>V. 'Nla.VL. Y».. -in-is^. 
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A woman of Canaan comes to Him, and says, 
*' Have mercy on me, O Lord, Thou Son of David : 
my daughter is grievously troubled by a devil." 
At first the Saviour seems not to hear her, but she 
draws nearer and falls on her knees, saying only, 
" Lord, help me." Jesus wishes to try her faith. He 
says, "It is not good to take the bread of the 
children and to cast it to the dogs." But she said, 
" Yea, Lord, for the whelps also eat of the crumbs 
that fall from the table of their masters." Then 
Jesus answering, said to her, "O woman, great is 
thy faith : be it done to thee as thou wilt." * 

A wealthy Jew, named Jairus, came to Jesus, 
saying, "My daughter is at the point of death ; 
come, lay Thy hand upon her, that she may 
be safe and may live." Jesus rises immediately 
and follows the ruler towards his house; but as 
they draw near the house, some of the friends 
of Jairus met them, and said to the father, " Thy 
daughter is dead : why dost thou trouble the 
Master any further.?" But Jesus, having heard 
the word that was spoken, saith to the ruler of the 
synagogue, " Fear not, only believe." He entereth 
in where the damsel was lying. And taking the 
damsel by the hand He saith to her, " Damsel, I 
say to thee, arise." And immediately the damsel 
rose up, and walked.t 

One day, a poor paralytic, hindered from draw- 

* St, Matt. XV. 22-28. ^ ^V.^^xVn. 17.-IV?.* 
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ing near to the Saviour by the multitude which 
filled the house where He was, caused himself to 
be let down through the roof. This single proof 
of his great faith and hope stood him in the stead 
of any prayer, and before he had opened his mouth, 
Jesus said to him, " Man, thy sins are forgiven 
thee ; " and directly afterwards, "Arise, take up thy 
bed, and go into thy house." * 

On another occasion, a mother's silent tears 
obtained all they asked for. The Saviour was 
entering the little town of Nain, and met at the 
gate the funeral procession of a young man whom 
they were carrying to his grave ; following the bier 
was the widowed mother, whom, when the Lord 
had seen, being moved with mercy toward her. He 
said to her, " Weep not." And He came near, and 
touched the bier. And He said, "Young man, I 
say to thee, arise." And he that was dead sat up, 
and began to speak. And He gave him to his 
mother.t 

The public sinner of the city also spoke only 
by her tears. She knew that Jesus was in the 
Pharisee's house ; she went in]silently, and standing 
at His feet began to pour ointment on them, to 
wash them with her tears, to wipe them with her 
hair, to cover them with her kisses. Those around 
were surprised and offended at the sight : " This 
man, if He were a prophet, would surely know who 

* St. Luke V, 18-24. \ SX.'L\iV^^N\\. \\'-\v 
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and what manner of woman this is that toucheth 
Him, that she is a sinner." But Jesus defends her : 
"Wherefore I say unto thee, many sins are for- 
given her, because she hath loved much." And to 
herself He said, " Thy faith hath made thee safe ; 
go in peace." * 

Neither did Zacheus speak ; it was his alacrity 
which drew down upon him his Saviour's blessing. 
From the top of his sycamore tree, whence he 
watched the Lord pass by, he heard these words of 
everlasting comfort : " Zacheus, make haste, and 
come down ; for this day I must abide in thy 
house." t 

Listen, again, to the words of the mother of the 
Saviour at Cana. " They have no wine," she said. 
Wonderful simplicity of the prayer of Mary's 
heart, and wonderful its efficacy, for our Saviour's 
first miracle was wrought in answer to it.^ 

Silence pleads for the woman taken in adultery ; 
she remains silent before our Lord, whilst her 
accusers heap upon her reproaches but too well 
deserved. It would almost seem as if she did not 
dare to raise her guilty voice to the ear of the All- 
Holy One, and so she remains dumb, crouching 
before Him in the consciousness of her own vileness 
and shame. This silence touches the heart of 
Jesus. He looks at her accusers and says, "He 

♦ St. Luke vii. 36-50. t Si. \jok't^vf« a.-v 

:J: St. JoW u. i-\o. 
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that is without sin among you, let him first cast a 
stone at her." They all shrink away, one by one, 
and Jesus is left alone with the sinful woman. He 
said, "Woman, where are they that accused thee ? 
Hath no man condemned thee ?" She said, "No 
man. Lord." And Jesus said, " Neither will I con- 
demn thee. Go, and now sin no more." * 

What can be simpler and shorter, and yet more 
efficacious, than the prayer of the two disciples at 
Emmaus ? Jesus made as if He would go further, 
but they say unto Him, " Stay with us, because it 
is towards evening, and the day is now far spent,"t 
and the Saviour grants their request. He tarries 
with them, and makes Himself known to them in 
the breaking of bread. 

Have you sufficiently dwelt upon and penetrated 
yourself with that beautiful Gospel of Lazarus that 
we have read together ? What wonderful simplicity 
and yet what reality they display! A few short 
sentences, a cry from the depths of the soul ; and 
yet how marvellous the answer which they drew 
from our Saviour ! 

First of all they sent unto Him, saying, " Lord, 
behold, he whom Thou lovest is sick." After re- 
ceiving this message, Jesus resolves to return to 
Jerusalem. "The Jews but now sought to stone 
Thee," says His disciples : " and goest thou thither 
again ? " But this hinders not our Lord s merciful 

♦ St. John viii. 3-11. ^ St.\.vJk^TjaK:vi. •iV-'>^V 
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purpose ; he whom He loveth is sick, so He rises 
up and goes to help him. When Martha hears 
that the Saviour has come, she hastens to meet 
Him. ** Lord," she exclaims, " if Thou hadst been 
here, my brother had not died ! " A few moments 
after, Mary also comes, and, falling at the feet of 
Jesus, she has only strength to repeat Martha's 
words : " Lord, if Thou hadst been here, my brother 
had not died ? " The Son of God does not turn a 
deaf ear to this cry of love and sorrow. Jesus, 
therefore, when he saw her weeping, troubled him- 
self, and said, " Where have you laid him } " They 
say to him, "Lord, come and see." Then Jesus 
wept.* 

O tears of my Saviour ! I love, and bless, and 
thank Thee for these precious treasures. They are 
a divine justification of the tears we shed over 
those we have loved and lost, but still more are 
they an adorable proof of Thy love for man, and of 
Thine ever ready sympathy with his sorrows. 

A prayer was addressed to our Blessed Lord 
during the last moments of His life. A poor thief 
hanging on his cross, close to the Cross of Jesus, 
has faith enough during his dying agonies to turn 
to the Saviour and say, " Lord, remember me when 
Thou shalt come into Thy kingdom." He was the 
last human being to whom the Son of God spoke 
before " He gave up the ghost," and to him were 

♦ St. John XI, l-'iV 
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spoken these merciful and loving words, "Amen 
I say to thee, this day thou shalt be with Me in 
paradise." * 

Such are the prayers the memory of which our 
Lord has been pleased to treasure up for us in the 
Gospel. 

O heart of man which God hath made, and of 
which He sees and knows both the strength and 
the weakness, if you suffer, tell out your suffering 
simply to your eternal Friend Who loves you, and 
will enter into all your griefs. Make no attempt at 
fine language ; all you need is to show Him your 
tears, that He may wipe them away and comfort 
you. Be not troubled that you have no other 
words than a confession of your own weakness, 
like the lispings of a sick child upon its mother's 
knee. 

O Jesus, Who dost love a simple prayer, and art 
pleased in Thy Gospel forthwith to answer petitions 
offered up in this spirit of childlike simplicity, grant 
to us who kneel before Thee that we, too, may 
pray with childlike hearts, that we may forget our- 
selves, and think only of Thy compassion. Thy 
tenderness, and the sympathizing tears which Thou 
didst weep over the griefs and sufferings of man- 
kind. 



* St. Luke xxiii. 42, 43. 
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Miracles. 

My brother, be not like unto those Jews and 
Greeks, of whom St. Paul speaks when he says, 
" The Jews require signs, and the Greeks seek after 
wisdom." * Be not of the number of those who are 
so blinded by the light of their own arrogant 
reasoning, that they refuse to believe even what 
they see, and deny the miracles of God which 
surround them. On the other hand, be not of 
those who refuse to believe unless they " see signs 
and wonders," and who are too carnal-minded to 
take pleasure in the unfailing spectacle of God*s 
providential government of the world ; who are 
always asking for wonders, and will not believe 
that God loves them unless He works miracles in 
their behalf. 

Be rather like those wise and simple souls who 
look upon God as a Father, all-loving and all- 
powerful, who believe firmly that He can, if it so 
pleases Him, work a miracle for them, though in 
their humility they rarely ask for one, and never 
without adding that prayer of prayers, "Father, 
Thy will be done." Souls such as those often hear 
the divine answer, " Go in peace ; thy faith hath 
made thee safe." 

Suffering Christian, when human science Kss* 

♦ 1 Cot, \. 22. 
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failed to relieve you, if you are led by the strong 
promptings of faith to invoke the omnipotence of 
God, and to ask some visible and extraordinary aid 
at His hands, do not let your hopes be quenched 
by the sophisms of the wise ones of this world. Let 
not your faith be weakened by that profane reason- 
ing which nowadays assails us on all sides ; hold 
fast to your belief in God, notwithstanding the 
sneers of the Greeks. Believe that God can work 
a miracle for you if He so wills it, and that, in 
thus believing, you are guided by sound and true 
reason. "The spiritual man," says St. Paul, 
"judgeth all things."* Let us examine and 
judge. 

Do you believe in the divine personality.^ In 
other words, do you believe that God is a living 
Person, wise, loving, able to feel for you, to under- 
stand your needs, to pity your sufferings, to love 
you, and to help you ? Undoubtedly you do ; for 
if God is not all this, He is not at all, and we know 
that He is. 

Do you believe that this personal God has created 
the world, and governs it; that every thing has come 
from Him, and that He upholds all things by His 
power ? Do you believe, as a necessary conse- 
quence, that all the forces of nature belong to 
Him, and that He can make use of them according 
to the good pleasure of His eternal wisdom ? Yes, 

♦ 1 Cor. v\. 1$. 
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undoubtedly ; for if God has not created the world, 
He IS not at all, and we know that God is. 

Do you believe that this personal and creative 
God is free to work out His own designs? Do 
you not believe that, in laying down the general 
laws which govern the universe, He remained free 
to lay down exceptions to those laws without con- 
tradicting His own wisdom ? Do you not believe, 
moreover, that the first of the general laws which 
rule the world is this law of divine liberty, and 
that this sovereign independence, far from being, 
as in the case of human authority, an occasion of 
caprice, is, on the contrary, the foundation of an 
infinitely wise and unchanging might? Yes, un- 
doubtedly ; for if God is not free amongst His own 
creatures, God is not at all, and we know that 
God is. 

A personal, wise, loving, good, powerful Creator 
of the world. Ruler of all created things, Author of 
the laws which govern the universe, as well as of 
the exceptions to those laws, free amongst His 
own works — this God can Work miracles ; and if 
He can do it, He does it, for with God no power 
remains unexercised. 

Thus far reason. Now let us turn to the Gospel. 
Everything here shows us the same God in mortal 
flesh, face to face with our ills, curing our sicknesses, 
healing our wounds, delivering our bodies ^^qks^ 
pain and decay, from loalVvsome.^xv^cx>\^\^^^'«^'^'^^'^ 
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nay, even from death itself after its reign has 
begun. What Jerusalem saw with bodily eyes, 
and handled with the hands of flesh, all the world 
has since then seen and felt. Every land has re- 
echoed the cry of adoration which for three years 
resounded along the shores of Gennesareth ; all 
human woes have been lightened or cured by the 
all-powerful gentleness of Jesus, whilst those who 
groaned under them have been converted to the 
God of Lazarus. For now nearly two thousand 
years, when the sufferings of men are more than 
they can bear, the sufferers turn to Christ. 

Trust, then, O my brother, this infallible instinct 
of suffering humanity ; accept this blessed tradition 
by which, for nineteen hundred years, man, de- 
spairing of help from his fellow-men, has turned to 
God. Believe the testimony of those two unchang- 
ing witnesses, suffering and death, both of which 
declare to you that they know but one conqueror, 
Jesus, the Son of David and the Son of God. 

If your sufferings threaten to be more than your 
strength will bear, throw yourself with the leper, 
with the centurion, with the paralytic at the pool, 
with Martha and Mary — throw yourself, with all 
these, at the feet of Him Who is never weary of 
healing the infirmities of all mankind. Resign 
yourself beforehand to accept whatever may be 
the Divine will, and then ask all, believe all, hope 
alJ, kaowing that, if the 3^^'^^ e\^\.^^w V\\^d\^d 
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years ago saw and felt miracles, others amongst 
ourselves have also seen and felt them, and are at 
this very time bearing a joyous testimony to the 
almighty power of the Saviour of mankind. 
. If, then, led. by strong faith, you should venture 
to ask a miracle, remember to seek it with humble 
submission, saying, as Jesus has taught us, "Father, 
Thy will be done. But not what I will, but what 
Thou wilt." For if the haughty unbelief of the 
Greeks affronts God's omnipotence, not less does 
the exacting presumption of the Jews insult His 
wisdom. 

What shall we say of these earthly-minded souls 
who, when they seek a miracle at God's hands, 
stake their faith on the obtaining of it, and are so 
shaken if they are not answered according to their 
expectations, as to give way to doubts and mur- 
murs. O weak souls ! Weaker even in reason 
than in faith, and unworthy to bear the glorious 
name of Christian!, Ignorant, too, as well as 
proud, who thus dare to pronounce judgment on 
the doings of God ! Why do they distrust His 
providence.^ Is it not because He has not seen 
fit to alter on their behalf the accustomed order of 
the universe ? 

I can find no excuse for you, O carnal souls, 
and with fear and trembling I pronounce upon you 
these words of the Saviour, " A pervex^^ "axA -^^sn^- 
terous generation seeketh aflet a ^%^'cv, ^'^^ "^^ '^'^'i?^ 
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shall be given unto it." Perverse, in that you care 
little for God's glory in the miracle, and only seek 
your own advantage. Adulterous, because at the 
least delay of the Divine Spouse you are ready to 
turn from Him to strangers. It is hardly worth 
while to be a Christian, if your worship of God's 
providence is to be so low and mean as this. If 
the faith of Christians were no other than this 
presumptuous confidence which demands that God 
should overthrow the course of the world for the 
sake of our private interests, and makes us fly out 
in rebellious murmuring when our wishes are not 
granted, then verily the philosophy of the Stoics 
were preferable, and Marcus Aurelius and Epictetus, 
with their reverence for the mysteries of the divine 
government of the world, were wiser and more 
enlightened than we. 

But who believes this ? Who can confound the 
confiding trust of faith with the insolent pre- 
sumption, or the embittered disappointments of 
superstition ? Woe unto us, if we so abuse the 
unspeakable love of our God, as to become familiar 
and exacting towards His compassionate majesty, 
and claim miracles at His hands as if we were 
exacting the payment of a debt 1 Woe unto us, 
if our close and constant experience of the divine 
goodness lessens our reverence and adoration for 
God's awful majesty and wisdom! It is at once 
a certain and exalted ptmc\^\^ >iN\3X ^o^^xxss. "^^ 
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world by the simplest means and the most general 
laws. This steadiness of the general laws of God's 
providence is one of its greatest glories, and such 
a plain token of His wisdom, that St. Augustine 
does not hesitate to call it a more striking testimony 
to His glory than any miracle ; he adds that signs 
and wonders are only given to man in order to 
awaken his attention, which is apt to slumber, 
surfeited by the spectacle of the regular order of 
the universe. 

It is easy for us to praise the course of God's 
providence when it meets our own wishes. To 
most men the best of all possible worlds is that 
in which they are happy-^that which ministers to 
their passions, contents their ambition, and provides 
them with honours and pleasures ; but the thanks- 
giving of such men is manifestly too selfish to 
find acceptance with Heaven. The righteous man 
who suffers, and who, though tried by long reverses, 
still does not cease to adore the wisdom of God 
without asking for a miracle of which he feels 
himself to be unworthy, or without murmuring if 
the miracle which he asks for is not granted, does 
real honour to God, and offers up holy and accept- 
able praise. The Christian who is thus at once 
filled with fortitude and resignation, does not share 
in the childish delusion of those optimists who think 
there can be nothing better than this'wo^ld. ^^ 
knows very well that this vjoxV^ \^ "w^"^^ ^vw::-^ ^>»- 
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entered it, what God first made it ; but he also 
knows that this world is not, since Jesus Christ 
came into it, what sin had made it. He knows 
that in Christ Jesus " all things work together unto 
good," * and that if we cannot love trials and 
sufferings in themselves, we can at least accept 
them, and even love them by looking at them as 
the will of God, Who permits them in His love, 
which alike sanctifies and rewards them. 

Try, my brother, to be a Christian like this, wise 
in your faith, reverent and humble in your prayers. 
If, urged by a holy trust in God, you have asked 
of Him some extraordinary aid, and your prayer 
is granted, give thanks, and, without taking to 
yourself any of the honour which belongs to Him 
alone, go and proclaim His glory. If your prayer 
is not granted, take refuge in patience, in courageous 
and humble love, in silent adoration of the divine 
wisdom ; your Father knows better than you what 
you need. In all things, and above all things, love 
God ; love His providence, love the holy order of 
His laws, love the mercy with which He overrules 
evil, believe without hesitation that He can always 
work the greatest miracles ; but do not lightly tempt 
His power and His wisdom ; believe and love 
under prolonged trials, as well as in the comfort 
of relief ; be, in fact, a worshipper ** in spirit and 
in truth," that so you may one day see Him Whom 
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you have waited for- unfalteringly through the 
mystery of faith and patience. 

" Blessed," says our Lord, " are they that have 
not seen, and have believed/** They shall see 
Heaven, that miracle of love which will never pass 
away. 

The Return to Life. 

My child, it is not for thyself that thou hast 
received again the gift of life. This newly given 
life belongs to thy fellow-men ; it is to be used in 
their service and to My glory. . If thou wouldst 
know to whom amongst men thou dost owe thy 
life, I answer thee, to all mankind. Thy ambition 
must not be narrowed to labouring in this world for 
the good of those souls who are placed near thee. 
A Christian's interests should be universal ; nothing 
should be indifferent to him which concerns My 
glory. It is his duty and his right to care for all 
that goes on throughout the world. All his life 
long he is continually breathing this prayer, "Father, 
Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done on earth as 
it is in heaven." And what does this mean, but 
that a Christian must be constantly watching over 
the earth and praying for it } 

My Apostle understood this when he said to the 
Christians of his own time, " I desire, therefore, first 

* St. ]o\in x^. 29, 
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of all that supplications, prayers, intercessions, and 
thanksgivings be made for all men;"* and also 
when, in the largeness of his heart embracing the 
whole world, he exclaimed, " Who is weak, and I 
am not weak ? Who is scandalized, and I am not 
on fire ? " declaring that, besides all the sufferings 
and persecutions which he had borne, there was 
also upon him "the solicitude for all the Churches;"! 
solicitude, that is, for all souls all over the world. 

These things, My son, are true of all Christians. 
There is, indeed, a difference in the particular 
application of these universal precepts to different 
states of life, but there ought to be in the soul of 
every Christian a deep and apostolical longing for 
the salvation of the world. Death, whose near 
approach thou hast so lately felt, is often the mes- 
senger whom I send to remind my children of this 
their vocation. Death extends the circle of man's 
thoughts, aspirations, wishes, and affections. It 
shows suddenly, with a vivid light, the simple reality 
of all things'; all that is temporal disappears, and 
the soul sees nothing but the salvation of the world 
and God's presence. 

Such, My child, is the message of death to the 
soul. 

Blessed are the souls who, having received it, 
bear it in mind ever after. 

This feeling of universal sympathy for the joys 

♦ I Tim.* ii. I. ^ ^ ^^^- ^^» "^^^ *^^- 
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and sorrows of all men, with a view to My glory^ 
will not hinder thee from fulfilling thine own 
particular duties ; it will not awaken in thy soul 
any foolish distaste for the narrow round of thy 
daily task. Thou wilt not be like those dreamers, 
who, though in theory they are always labouring 
for the welfare of the human race, die at last 
without having rendered the smallest real service 
to one of the lowest of their fellow-men. This 
guilty sorrow will not be thine ; for thou wilt re- 
member that, however narrow and obscure the 
nature and extent of the labour allotted to thee,, 
in performing well that labour thou art effectually 
helping to forward My great designs. Thou wilt 
be thus both humble, and eager for My glory, and 
full of boundless and ardent aspirations for the 
advent of My kingdom amongst men. 

Thus, My son, wherever thou mayest be, however 
contemptible thy lot in the eyes of men, thou wilt 
be one of My true servants, one of those who from 
the beginning have laboured with Me for the salva- 
tion of the world. Let, then, this noble ambition 
take possession of thy soul ; say no longer, " I will 
save myself," say rather, " I will save the world." 

Begin by suffering. O My child, it is by suflFering 
that mankind is saved. Of all the latent powers 
which conduce to the salvation of the world, none 
is so powerful as suffering sanctified by unioa ^nWx 
My Cross. Hast thou stiW to \^^xts. ^-2^. ^ '^^'^ 
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raised above itself by true love for God has many 
calls to suffer ? 

• See what disorders there are amongst men ! 
What forgetfulness of God ! What profanation of 
His holy Name ! What worldliness amongst the 
good ! What crimes amongst the wicked ! What 
cause for tears on all sides ! Behold all this and 
suffer — suffer and pray, and wait, and strive. 

Lastly, remember that thou hast passed through 
the very jaws of death, and that such a deliverance 
should not be received in vain. Cast from thee, 
therefore, once and for ever, that personal, narrow, 
selfish life, from which I have roused thee by the 
touch of suffering, and learn to say with My 
Apostle, "Whether we live, we live under the 
Lord ; or whether we die, we die unto the Lord. 
Therefore, whether we live or die, we are the 
Lord's." 



THE END. 
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vetaationa of, with Nasaan IVU- 



C. Kegan Paul &' Co!s Puiluxttiotu. 



DB VERB (Anbnr). 

Legends of the Saxon 

Saint*. Small oowd 8to. Cloth, 

Alexander the Great. A 

Diuudc Poon. SmuJIcnnni Bro. 
Cloth, pricssf. 

The Infant Bridal, and 
other Poerai. A Hew ud En- 
luKed EditioD. Fcap. Sm aoth, 

The LeKCDda of St. Patrick, 

■nd otlur Pacini. Smiill atrra 
Sto. Cloth, pcics SI. 
St. Thomas of Canterbury. 
A DruDAtic Poem, l^rgq feap. flvD. 
□Uli, price S(. 

Antai and Zara i an Eastern 

Romuice. Imufail, uid other 
Poemi, MeditUiva and Lineal. 
Fcap. Svo. Price 6t. 
The Fall of Rora, the 
Search after ProaerpiDe, and 
otiuiPoemi, MediUdveandLTricaL 
Fcap. ito. Price til. 
DOBEI.I. (Mrs. Horace). 
Ethelstone, Eveline, and 
other PoeniB. Crown Svo. Cloth, 

DOBS ON (AuatlD). 
VignetteB in Rhyme and 
Vera do SocIA^ Thiid Edition. 
Fcap. Bto. Cloth, price ji. 
Proverba in Porcelain. Bv 
Iho Author o[ " Vignettes in Rhyme. 
Second Edition. Cnxni Svo. 6f . 

Dolores. A Theme with Va- 
in " ~ ■■ 



DOWDBN (Edward), LUD. 
Shakspere : a Critical Stud; 
□f hi> Mmd and An. Fifth Edition. 
Large poht Svo. Cloth, price i». 
Studies in Literature, 1789- 
tSn. Laiie poat Sto. Cloth,piiceiu. 

Poena. Seoood Edition, 
rap. fro. doth, price ji. 



DOWHTON (Rer. H.), H.A. 

Hymns and Verses. Oii- 

fiiul and Tianilated. Saallcwwn 
Era. Cloth, lain jr. td. 
QREWRVCQ. O.], U.D. 



The 

Hani 
Fifth 



Ih Edid^ 



Con 



DREWRY (O. OJ, M.D^ and 
BARTLBTT (H. C.^ Ph.D., 

Cup and Platter: or. Notes 

cm Food and in E9«ti. New and 
cheaper Edidon. Small Sn. doth, 

DRUMMOND (Mlaa). 

Tripps Buildings. A Study 

from Ufe, vitfa Frontis^eca. Smafi 
crown Bvo. Cloth, price 31. 6d. 
DU HONCEL (Count). 

The Telephone, the Micro- 
phone, and the Phonoaraph. 

With 74 lUusUstions. SmalTaown 
8vo. Cloth, price ii. 
QUTT (Tom). 
A Sheaf Gleaned in French 
Fields, New Edition, wilhPortrait. 
Demy Svo, Qolh, price 101. td. 
DU VERNOIB (Col. van VerdyX 
Studies in leading Troops. 
ithoriied and accurate Trani- 
■ • ■ itesant H. J, T. 
Foot. Paiti I. and 



HLdyai? ju 
II, DemyBi 



BDBH (Frederick}. 
The Nile without a 
Drtjcomatl. Second Edition. 
Crown Bvu. Cloth, price ji. 6d. 

SDIS (Robert W.). 
Decoration and Furniture 
of Town Houses. A scries of 
Cantor Lectures delivered before the 
Society of Arts, iSSo. Second Edi- 
tion, amplified and enlarged, with ag 

^keicfau. Squaie Bvo. Clolh, price 
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Educational Code of the 
Prussian Nation, in its Present 
Form. In accordance with the 
Decisions of the Common Provincial 
Law, and with those of Recent 
L^;islation. Crown 8to. Cloth« 
price u. 6dl 

EDWARDS (Rev. Basil). 

Minor Chords; or, Songs 
for the Suffering: a Volume of 
Verse. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
29. 6d. ; paper, price u. 6d, 

ELLIOT (Lady Charlotte). 

Medusa and other Poems. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s, 

ELLIOTT (Ebeneser), The Corn- 
Law Rhymer. 

Poems. Edited by his Son, 

the Rev. Edwin Elliott, of St. John's, 
Antigua, a vols. Oown 8vo. Cloth, 
price z8r. 

ELSDALE (Henry). 

Studies in Tennyson's 

Idylls. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 
ELYOT (Sir Thomas). 
The Boke named the Go- 

uernour. Edited from the First Edi- 
tion of 1531 by Henry Herbert Ste- 
phen Croft, M.A., Barrister-at-Law. 
With Portraits of Sir Thomas and 
Ladv Elyot, copied by permission of 
her Majesty from Holbein's Original 
Drawings at Windsor Castle. 2 vols, 
fcap. 4to. Cloth, price 50;. 

English Odes, selected by 
Edmund W. Gosse. With Frontis- 
piece by Hamo Thomycroft. Parch- 
ment, 6^. ; vellum, 7; . 6d. 

Epic of Hades (The). 

By the author of " Songs of Two 
t Worlds." Twelfth Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 
*«* Also an Illustrated Edition with 
seventeen fall-page designs in photo- 
mezzotint by GsoRGB R. Chapman. 
4to. Cloth, extra gilt leaves, price 25;, 
and a^ Large Paper Edition, with 
portrait, price 10s. 6d. 

EVANS (Anne). 

Poems and Music. With 

Memorial Preface by Ann Thackeray 
RitcMe, Large crown 8vo« Cloth, 
price //. 6<f, 



EVANS (Mark). 
The Gospel of Home Life. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 41. 6(L 

The Story of our Father's 

Love, told to Children. Fourth 
and Cheaper Edition. With Four 
Illustrations. Fcap. 8va Qoth, 
price xs. 6d, 

A Book of Common Prayer 
and Worship for Household 
Use, compiled exclusively firom the 
Hol^ Scriptures. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Qoth, {Hrice u. 

The King's Story Book. 

In three parts. Fcap. 8vo. Qoth, 
price IS. 6d. each. 

*»* Parts I. and II., with eight illus- 
trations and two Pictiure Maps, now 
ready. 

EX-CIVILIAN. 

Life in the Mofussil; or, 

Civilian Life in Lower Bengal s 
vols. Lazge post 8vo. Price z4<. 

PARQUHARSON (M.). 

I. Elsie Dinsmore. Crown 

8vo. Qoth, price y. teL 

II. Elsie's Girlhood. Crown 
8vo. Qoth, price 3^. 6d. 

III. Elsie's Holidays at 
Roselands. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 3«. 6d. 

FIELD (Horace), B.A. Load. 
The Ultimate Triumph of 

Christianity. Small crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 3f. td. 

FINN (the late James), M.R.A.8. 
Stirring Times ; or. Records 

from Jerusalem Consular Chronicles 
of 1853 to 1856. Edited and Com- 
piled by his Widow. With a Preface 
by the Viscountess Strangford. 
2 vols. Demy 8vo. Price 30*. 

Folkestone Ritual Case 

(The). The Argiun«it,Proceedinffs 
Judgmfiot. axvd Report, revis^Hay 



C. Kegan Paul 6* Co.^s Publkaiums. 
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FORMBY (Rev. Henry). 

Ancient Rome and its Con- 
nection with the Christian Re- 
ligion : an Outline of the History^ of 
the City from its First Foundation 
down to the Erection of the Chair 
of St. Peter, a.d. 42-47. W*'^ 
numerous Illustrations of Ancient 
Monuments. Sculpture, and Coinage, 
and of the Antiquities of the Chris- 
tian Catacombs. Royal 4to. Cloth 
extra, price 50;. Roxbtixgh, half- 
morocco, inrice 52^. ^d, 

FOWLE (Rev. T. W.), M.A. 

The Reconciliation of Re- 
ligion and Science. ^ Bdng Essays 
on Immortality, Innnration, Mira- 
cles, and the Being ofChrist. Demy 
8va Cloth, price zof. td* 

The Divine Legation of 
Christ. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7«. 

PRASER (Donald). 

Exchange Tables of Ster- 
ling and Indian Rupee Cur- 
rency, upon a new and extended sys- 
tem, emoracing Values from One 
Farthing to One Hundred Thousand 
Pounds, and at Rates progressing, in 
Sixteenths of a Penny, from rs. qa. to 
2S, 24' p^ Rtu)ee. Royal 8vo. 
Qoth, pnce zof. 6d. 

FRISVSTELL (J. Hain). 

The Better Selfr Essays for 
Home Life. Crown Sva Qoth, 
price 6s. 

One of Two; or, A Left- 

Handed Bride. With a Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3^ . 6d, 

QARDNER (J.), M.D. 

Longevity : The Means of 
Prolonging Life after Middle 
Age. Fourth Edition, Revised and 
Enlarged. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, 
IHrice4r. 

QARRETT (E.). 

By Still Waters. A Story 

for Quiet Hours. With Seven Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price (Sf. 

QEBLER (Kari Von). 
Galileo Galilei and the 
Roman Curia, from Authentic 
Sources. Translated with the sanc- 
tioQ of the Author, by Mrs. Gsorqv 
Srumms, DemySvOk Cloth, pnMiu» 
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QEDDES (James). 
History of the Administra- 
tion of John de Witt, Grand Pen- 
sionary of Holland. Vol. I. 1633— 
Z654. Demy 8vo., with Pwtrait. 
Qoth, price xs*. 

GEORGE (Henry). 
Progress and Poverty. An 

Inquiry into the Cause of Industrial 
Depressions and of Increase of Want 
with Increase of Wealth. The Re- 
medy. Post 8vo* C^th, price jt* 6dt 
O. H. T. 

Verses, mostly written in 
India. Grown 8va Qoth, prict 4k, 
GILBERT (Mrs.). 

Autobiography and other 
Memorials. Edited bv Josiah 
Gilbert Third Edition. With Por^ 
trait and several Wood Engravings. 
Crown 8vo. Qoth, price ys. 6d, 
GILL (Rev. W. wT), B.A. 

Myths and Songs from the 
South Pacific With a Pieface by 
F. Max Mailer. M.A., Professor of 
Comparative Philology at Ojdbrd* 
Post 8va Qoth, price gs. 

Ginevra and The Duke of 
Guise. Two ^ Tragedies. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, inrice 6s. 

GLOVER (F.), M.A. 

Exempla Latina. A First 

Construing Book with Short Notes, 
Lexicon, and an Introduction to the 
Analysis of Sentences. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price as. 

GODWIN (William). 

William Godwin: Hit 
Friends and Contemporaries. 
"V^th Portraits and Facsimiles of ths 
handwriting of Godwin and his Wife. 
By C. K^an PauL a yols. Demy 
8va Cloth, price aSs. 

The Genius of Christianity 
Unveiled. Being Easavs never 
before published. Editet^ with a 
Pre&ce, by C Kegan PauL Grown 
8va Qoth, price 7t. 6d. 
OOETZE (Capt A, wo^). 

Operations of the Qena«n 

Bnginesra during the .War of 
1870- Z87Z. Published by Antherity, 
and in accordance with Official Doco* 
ments. Translated from the Gcnaan. 
bv O^bfiflSl ^. «;keiifiias&^'^ 5^^^^--. 
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%* Al«o « Librmry Edidcn with 
Hipi, WoatcnB, uul Stal Eo- 
ETJtvcd P«lrut. SquuB post In. 
Cloth, pric 141. 
QOSaE (Edmund W.)- 
Studies in the Literature of 
NarthcroBurope. WilhaFronlu- 
■liecc deaigned and etched by Almm 
Tadeou. \ai^ pott Sro. Oath, 

New Poems. Crown 8vo. 
doth, price It. 6d. 
OOULD (Rev. S. BarloK). U.A. 
Gemmiiy, Present andPaat. 

The Vicar of Morwenstow: 

a Memoir <£ the Rev. R. S. Hawker. 
With Pmnit. Third Edition. ». 
viKd. SqianpoitSvo. ClMh,i<ii.id. 
QRBENOUOH (Mra. Richard). 
Maiy Magdalene : APoem. 

GRIFFITH (Thomas), A.M. 
The Gospel of the Divine 
Life. ASmdyoflheFounhEvan- 
lelist. Demyivo. Ootb, price 14J. 

QRIMLEY (Rev. H. N.), M.A, 
Tremadoc Sermons, chiefl; 
ja the SnraTUALBoDY, the Ube 



aRUNBR(H. U). 

Studies of Blast Furnace 

Phenomena. TranslUed fay L. □. 

B. Gordon, F.R.S.E.,F.G.S. Demy 

flvo, Clodi, price yi. td^ 
QURNEY(Rev. Archer). 

Word! of Faith and Cheer, 

4 JtfuadB of Initmctioii and Sniie». 
tten. Cmtm Bto. Oolh, price 6t. \ 



Gwen : A Drama is Mono. 

lone. Bv the Author of the "Epic 
of Hades." Second Edition. Yon. 
Bro, Cb(h,prica5t. 
BASCKBL(PioC BmaU 

The History of Creation. 

Tiaulation reviled by Ptofaiac I. 
R»Lan)ie>ter,M.A.,P.R.S. Whh 
Colonnd Fluei and Geaealogical 
Tna of the vuioqa sronpa ofloth 
E^ti and animals, a voli. Second 
Edition. FouSvo. Oath, price ju. 
The History of the EtoIu* 
Hon of Man. With nmnenxa II. 
tomooni. ■ Toll. LargepostBTO. 

Freedom in Science and 

Teachlnc. Fmm the German of 
Emu Haecliei, ariih a Preauorr 
Note by T. A. Hiuley, F.R.i 
tJown Svo. Cloth, price y. 
HAKE (A. Eimont). 

Paris Or"-' ' 

etchioga. b] 



Lia ReguiatinE the 



IntcrCDuno of Stat< 
War. ANewEditi. 



HARDY (Thomaa). 
A Pair of Blue Byes. New 

Edition. With Froniiipiece. Crowa 

Sto. Cloth, pries 6f . 

The Return of the Native. 



Crown avo. aolh, price 
HARRISON (Lltut.-Col. R.). 
The Officer's Memoran- 
dum Book far Peace and War. 
Tlurd Edition. Oblong jimo. roan, 

HARTINOTON (The Rlaht Hon 
the Marquli of); M.P. ' " 

Election Speeches in 1870 
and iSao. Vha, Addros to tlJg 
Electors of Nonh-East Lancaihire. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price jj. firf. 

HAWEI8(Rev. H. R.), M.A. 
Kno-n« m \b« tijn, Cro'era 



C. Kegan Paul &* Co!s Publications. 
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HAWEIS (Rey. H. R.)f M.A.— 
contmueeL 

Current Coin. Materialism — 

The Devil — Crime— Dmnkenness — 
Pauperism — Emodon — Recreation — 
The Sabbath. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6f . 
Speech in Season. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8va Qoth, price 9f. 

Thoughts for the Times. 

Eleventh Edition. Crown 8va Qoth, 
inice ^s, ttL 

Unsectarian Family 

Prayers. New and Cheaper EcUtion. 
Fcap. Sva Qoth, price u. ttL 

HAWKER (Robert Stephen). 
The Poetical^ Works of. 
Now first collected and arranged 
with a prefatory notice by J. G. 
Godwin. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price z»f. 

HAWKINS (Edwards Comer- 
ford). 
Spirit and Form. Sermons 

preached in the parish church of 
Leatherhead. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6x. 
HA WTREY (Edward M.). 

Corydalis. A Story of the 
Sicilian Expedition. Small crown 
Bvo. Ooth, price js. td, 
HAYES (A. H.). 

New Colorado and the 
Santa F^ Trail. With map and 
60 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price Of. 
HEIDENHAIN (Rudolf), M.D. 

Animal Magnetism. Physi- 
ological Observations. Translated 
from the Fourth German Edition, 
by L. C. Wooldridge. With a Pre- 
fiu» by G. R. Romanes, F.R.S. 
Crown Bvo. Qoth, price ax. (td, 
HELLWALD (Baron F. von). 

The Russians in Central 

Aaia. A Critical Examination, 
down to the present time, of the 
Geography and History of Central 
Asia. Translated by Lieut-CoL 
Theodore Wirnnan, LL.B. Large 
poot 8vo. With Map. Clo£, 

Sice I2X. 
LVIQ (Major H.). 

The Operations of the Ba« 
varian Army Corpa. Tftmslated 
by Captam G. S. Schwabe. With 
five Iwsie MapM. In a vols.' Demy 
5va Ciodi, price a^f. 
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HELVIQ (Major H.}.-MM/d»«MA 
Tactical Examples : VoL I. 
The Battalion, price x«x. Vol. II. The 
Regiment and Brigade, price io«. 6</. 
Tk-anslated from the Geman by Col. 
Sir Lumley Graham. "V^th numerous 
Diagrams. Demy 8vo. Cloth. 

HERFORD (Brooke). 

The Story of Religion in 

England. A Book for Young Folk. 
Crown 8vo. Qoth, price 5/. 
HINTON (Jamea). 
Life and Letters of. Edited 

by Ellice HOTldns. with an Introduc- 
tion by Sir W. W. Gull, Bart, and 
Portrait engraved on Steel by C. H. 
Jeens. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, 8x. 6^. 

Chapters on the Art of 
Thinking, and other Eaaaya. 
With an Introduction by ShsulwortJi 
Hodgson. Edited by C. H. Hinton. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 8f . ttL 

The Place of the Physician. 

To which is added Essays on thb 
Law of Human Lifb, and on thb 
Rblation bbtwbbn Organic and 
Inorganic Worlds. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3«. 6<^ 

Physiology for Practical 

Use. By varioiu Writers, "^th cp 
Illustrations. Third and cheaper edi- 
tion. Crown 8va Qoth, price 5X. 

An Atlas of Diseases of the 

Membrana Tympani. With De- 
scriptive Text Post8vo. Price ;£66«. 

The Questions of Aural 

Surgery. "V^th Illustrations, a vols. 
Post 8va Qoth, price tu. 6d, 

The Mystery of Pain. 

New Edition. Fcap. Svo. Qoth 
limp, IX. 

HOCKLEY (W. B.). 

Tales of the Zenana; or» 

A Nuwab's Leisure Hours. By tha 
AuthorofPandurangHari." Wtdx 
a Fteface by Lord Stanley of Alder- 
ley. 3 vols. Oown 8vo. Cloth, 
price azx. 

Pandurang Hari; or, Me- 
moirs of a Hindoo. A Tale of 
Mahratta life six^ years ago. ^th 
a Preface by Sur H. Bartk E. 



14 



A List of 



HOPFBAUBR (Capt). 
The Qerman Artillery in 
the Battles near Mets. Based 
on the official repwts of the Gennan 
Axtillery. Translated by Capt E. 
O. HoUist With Map and Plans. 
Demy 8va Cloth, price azi. 

HOLMBS (B. Q. A.). 
Poems. First and Second Se- 
ries. Fcap.8vo. Cloth, price5«.each. 

HOOPER (Mary). 

Little Dinners: How to 
Serve them with Blenince and 
Bconomy. Thirteenth Edition. 
Crown 8va Cloth, price p. 

Cookery for Invalids, Per- 
sons of Delicate Digestion, and 
Children. Crown Svo. Qoth, price 

Every -Day Meals. Being 
Economical and Wholesome Recipes 
for Breakfast, Luncheon, and Sup- 

Sr. Second Edition. Crown Svo. 
oth, price s». 
HOOPER (Mrs. O^. 
The House of Raby. With 
a Frontispiece. Oown Sva Qoth, 
price 3«. 6d. 
HOPKINS (Ellice). 

Life and Letters of James 

Hinton, with an Introduction by Sir 
W. W. Gull, Bart., and Portrait en- 
graved on Steel oy C. H. Jeens. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth 
price 8x. 6d. 
HOPKINS (M.). 

The Port of ReAige; or, 

Counsel and Aid to Shipmasters in 
Difficulty, Doubt, or Distress. Crown 
Svo. Second and Revised Edition. 
Qoth, price 6s, 

HORNER (The Misses). 

Walks in Florence. A New 

and thoroughly Revised Edition, a 
vols. Crown Svo. Cloth limp. With 
lUustrations. 

Vol. I. — CHiurches, Streets, and 
Palaces, xos. 6d, Vol. II.— Public 
Galleries and Museums, st. 

HULL (Edmund 0. P.). 
The European in India. 
With a MsDtCAL Guidb for Anglo- 
Indians. By R. R. S. Mair, M.D., 
F.R.aS.E. Thh^ Edition, Revised 
and Cbnected. Post Svo. Qoth, 



HUTCHISON (Lieut..Col. P. JA 
and Capt.Q. H. M ACGRBQOR. 

Military Sketching and Re- 
connaissance. With Fifteen Plates. 
Second edition. Small Svo. Qoth, 
price 6f. 

The first Volume of Military Hand- 
books forRegimental Officers. Edited 
by Lient.-Col.C. B. Bkackbnbuby, 

JK.A., A.ix.\y. 

HUTTON (Arthur), M.A. 
The Anglican Ministry. Its 

Nature and Value in relation to the 
Catholic Priesthood. \^th a Pre- 
face by his Eminence C^ardinal New- 
man. Demy Svo. Qoth, price i^s, 

INCHBOLDG.W.). 

Annus Amoris. Sonnets. 
Fcap. Svo. Qoth, price 4r. 6d. 

INQELOW (Jean). 
Off the Skelligs. A Novel 
With Frontispiece. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. Qoth, price 6s. 

The Little Wonder-horn. 

A Second Series of " Stories Told to 
a Child." With Fifteen Illustrations. 
Small Svo. Qoth, price as. 6d. 

Indian Bishoprics. By an 
Indian (Churchman. Deoiy Svo. 6d» 

International Scientific 
Series (The). 

I. Forms of Water : A Fami- 
liar Exposition of the Origin and 
Phenomena of Qlaciers. By J. 
Tyndall, LL.D., F.R.& WxUb. 95 
Illustrations. Seventh Edidon. Crown 
Sva Cloth, price 5«. 

II. Phsrsics and Polities ; or. 
Thoughts on the Application 6i the 
Principles of " Natural Selection" 
and '^Inheritance" to Political So 
ciety. By Walter B^ehot Fifth 
Edition. Crown Svo. Qoth, price 41. 

III. Foods. By Edward SmiUi, 
M.D., &C. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Seventh Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 5^. 

IV. Mind and Body: The Theo- 
ries of their Relation. By Alexander 
Bam, LL.D. With Four Illustx». 
tions. Tenth Edition. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price \s. 

V. The Study of Sociology. 
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Internation*! Scientific 
ScricH ^h.e)—cetUimied. 

VI. On the ConBcrvaMoD of 

LL.D., &c. Vith i4°iuuscr^0DL 
FifUi Edition. CrawD Sto. Cloth, 
pries st- 

VII. Animal Locomotion; or, 

WalUiiE, SwimmiDZ, ind FMng. 
By J. B. Petligrew, M.D.,ac. Wifli 
130 Illusmtiom. Second Editioo. 

VIII. KegpoDilbility in Mental 
Discaee. Bt Henry Maiidsley, 
M.D. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Clotb, price SI. 

IX. Tbe New Ctiemiatr;. By 
Professor J. P. Cooko. Wilhjilllns- 
DatHmi. Fifib Edition. Crown Sro. 
Cloth, price 5f . 

X. The Science of Law. By 



With 117 lUustratioos. Secsid 
EditioD. Crown Svo, Clotb, price ji. 

XII. The Doctrine of Deicent 
and Darwinism. By Prof. Osa. 
Schmidt. With ^ lUustraiion!. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. Ooth, 

XIII. Th« HIstorv of the Coo- 
Slct between Relfelon and Sci- 
ence. By J. W. Draper, M.D., 
LL.D. Fourteenth Edilirm. Crown 
Svo. Clolh, price jr. 

XIV. Fimgl ; thnr Nature, In- 
Suences, Uses, Sic. By M. C 
Cooke. LL. D. Edited by the Rev. 
M. T.BerlHley,F.L.S. Wiihrmme. 
roiu Illustratiani. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. Cbib, price il. 

XV. The Chemical Effects at 
Light and Phototraphy. By Dr. 



, Third and Reviwd Edition, 
■n 8vD. Cloth, price SI. 

' lAie and Orowth ol 
By Prof. Willi 



.d Edition. 



XVI. 

Lanfniaffe. 
Dwighl WhitiK 

XVII. Uoner and tbe Hecha- 
nlam of Kicbaose. By W. Stan- 
ley Jevona, F.R.S. Fourth Editicn. 
CrmnSn. Qolh, price }t. 



[nternatioDal Scientific 
Sedea {The:)—a>ntinueJ. 

XVIII. The Nature of UEht: 
With I General Account of Phynca) 
Optics. By Dr. Euaene Lommel. 
With i83 Illusttatians and a table of 
Spectra in Chromo- lithography. 
Third Edition. CiBwn Sro. Oath, 

XIX. Animal Parailtei and 
Heaamates. By M. Van Bensden. 
With &3 Illustrations. Second Edi- 
tion. CrowD Svo. Cloth, ptice si. 

XX. Fermentation. By Prof. 

tiom. Thinf Edition. Crown Bto. 
Cloth, price s»- 

XXI. The Five Senaei rrf Man. 

By Pnif^ Bernstein. With gi Illus. 
tradouj. Second Edition. Crown 
Gva. doth, price u. 

XXII. The Theory of Sound In 
lis Relation to Huilc. By Prof. 

lllusuatioQS. Second Edition. Crown 
Svo. Qoth, price SJ. 

XXIII. Studiea In Spectltun 
Analyals. By J.NoimanLoekyet. 
F.R.S. With ui photographic II- 
Inslrations of Spectra, and nomerona 
engravings on wood. Crown Sro. 
Second Edition. Cloth, price 61. til. 

XXIV. A History of the Orowth 
of the steam Engine. By Prof. 
R. H. Thnrstcn. ^ith Dmueroos 
Illnstrali«DS. Second Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 61. &£ 

XXV. EducatiDD as a Science. 
By Alexander Bain, LL.D. Third 
Edition. Crown 8™. Cloth, price JJ. 

XXVI. The Human Special. 
By ProL A. de Qnatrefages. Third 
Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price sr. 
XXVI!. Modem Chromatica. 

try, ^ Ogden N. Rood. Second 
Edition. With 130 orieinnl Illnitia- 
lions. Crown Svo. Cloth, price si. 
XXVIIl. The Crayfish : an Intro, 
duciionto the StudyofZoology. By 
Prof. T. K. Huiley. Second Silica. 
" Lwo Illustrations. Crown 




i6 



A List of 



International Scientific 
Series (The)— ^-^w/wiia/. 

XXX. The Atomic Theory. By 
Prof. Ad. Wurtz. Translated by 
£. Clemin-Shaw. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XXXI. The Natural Conditions 
of Existence as they affect Ani- 
mal Life. By Karl Semper. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XXXII. General Physiology of 
Muscles and Nerves. By Prof. 
J. Rosenthal Second Edition, with 
illustrations. Crown 8va Cloth, 

5 rice u. 
:XXIII. Sight : an Exposition 
of the Principles of Monocular 
and Binocular Vision. By Joseph 
Le Conte, LL.D. With numerous 
illustrations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price sj. 
JENKINS (Rev. Canon). 
The Girdle Legend of Prato. 

Small crown 8vo. Qoth, price %s, 
JENKINS (E.) and RAYMOND 

The Architect's Legal 

Handbook. Thurd Edition Re- 
vised. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6f . 

JENKINS (Rev. R. C), M.A. 
The Privilege of Peter and 
the Claims of the Roman Church 
confronted with the Scriptures, the 
Councils, and the Testimony of the 
Popes themselves. Fcap.Svo. (Hoth, 
price 3X. dd* 

JENNINGS (Mrs. Vaughan). 
Rahel : Her Life and Let- 
ters. With a Portrait from the 
Paintinff by Daffinger. Square post 
Sva Ootn, price ^s, 6d. 

Jeroveam's Wife and other 
Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
or. 6d* 

JOEL(L.). 

A Consul*8 Manual and 

Shipowner's and Shipmaster's Prac- 
tical Guide in their Transactions 
Abroad . With Definitions of Nauti- 
cal Mercantile, and Legal Terms; 
a Glossary of Mercantile Terms in 
English, French, German, Italian, 
and Spanish. Tables of the Money, 
Weights, and Measures of the Prin- 
cipal Commercial Nations and their 
Equivalents in British Standards ; 
and Forms of Consular and Notarial 
Acts. DemySyo, Goth, price i^f. 
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JOHNSON (Virginia W.). 
The Catskill Mountains. 

Illustrated by Alfred Fredericks. 
Cloth, price $s. 

JOHNSTONE (C. F.), M.A. 
Historical Abstracts. Being 

Outlines of the History of some of 
the less-known States of Europe. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price js. 6d. 
JONES (Lucy). 
Puddings and Sweets. Being 

Three Hundred and Sixty-Five 
Receipts approved by Experience. 
Crown 8vo., price as. 6d, 
JOYCE (P. W.}, LL.D., &c. 

Old Celtic Romances. 

Translated from the^ Gaelic by. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7;. 6d. 

KAUFMANN (Rev. M.), B.A. 
Utopias; or, Schemes of 
Social Improvement, from Sir 
Thomas More to Karl Marx. Crown 
8vo. Qoth, price 5^. 

Socialism: Its Nature^ its 

Dangers, and its Remedies con- 
sidered. Crown Svo. Qoth,price 7S,6d, 

KAY (Joseph), M.A., Q.C. 

Free Trade in Land. 

Edited by his Widow. With Preface 
by the Right Hon. John Bright, 
M. P. Sixth Edition. Crown 8va 
Cloth, price 5^. 

KEMPIS (Thomas A.). 
OF THE IMITATION 
OP CHRIST. A revised Trans- 
lation, choicely printed on hand- 
made paper, with a Miniature Fron- 
tispiece on India paper from a design 
by W. B. Richmond. Limp paroi- 
ment, antique, price 6s. ; vellum, 
price js. 6d. 

KENT(Carolo). 
Carona Catholica ad Petri 
successoris Pedes Oblata. De 
Summi Pontificis Leonis XIII. As- 
sumptione Epiggramma. In Quin- 
quaginta Linguis. Fcap. 4to. CSoth, 
price 15s, 

KER (David). 

The Boy Slave in Bokhara. 

A Tale of Central Asia. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3X. 6d, 

The Wild Horseman of 

the Patn^aa. lUnstxaitod. Oown 



C. Kegan Paul &• Co's Publications. 



KBRNBR (Dr. A.), ProfBiaer of 
Botany In tbc unlvenlty of 
Inubnick. 

PloweraandtheirUnbiddcn 
OtumU. TraiulatioQ edited by W, 
Oglb. M.A., M.D,, Hnd 1 piefaloiy 
litterbyC.liarw;n,F.R.S. Withll- 



TheXawaofTherapeuticfl, 

or, the SdcDce and Art of Medidnc. 
S«ond Edition. Crown Bto. Cloth, 
p[ica«i. 
KINAHAN(Q. MeniyJtM.R.I.A., 
ftc., of her Mojeity'i OeolDKiui 

Manual of the Geology of 

Itetiind. Vrith S Plates, 16 Wood- 
cnt^ and a Map of Iceland, gnloEJ- 
cilly colcuMd. Square Svo. Clotk, 
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. Cloth,. 

Aspromonte, and otber 

Poem*. Second Editioii. Fcap. 
Svo. Cbth, price 41. 6d. 
KINO (Edward). 

KlNOSI.EY(CharlH), M.A. 
LettcTB and Memories c 
hia Life. Edited by his Wifi 
With 1 Steal engraved Portnits an 



All Salnta' Day and other 

Bennona. Second Editioa. Crowa 

Svo. Cloth, 71. Krf. 

True Words for Brave 

Mod; a Book fbi Soldicn' and 
Sailora' Libraiies. Eiehth Edition. 
Crown Bvo. Qoth, piteii. &i. 
KNIQHT<PrDre«orW.). 

Studies In Pblloaophy and 

Uterature. LaigepostByo. Oorti, 



KNOX [Aleiuider A.). 
The New Playp^und ; or, 
"'■"■""'" In Algeria. Larse 



, Cloil 



u.lU. 



LACORDAIRE (Rev. Pire). 
Life : Conferences delivered 
at Toulouse. A New and Cheaper 
Edilinn.Crownavo.aoth.pricejl.W. 

LA IRD- CLOWES (W.). 
Love's Rebellion; a Poem, 



fcap. Svo. ClDth. pt 
LANQ (A.). 
XXII Ballades in Blue 

China. Elzevir. Svo. Puchment, 

LAYMAN N (Capt.). 
The Frontal Attack of 
Infantry. Tnnslaled by Colonel 
Edward Newdigate. (^^nm Svo. 
Cloth, price u. 6d. 

1.BANDER (Richard). 
Fantastic Stories. Trans- 
lated from the Germnji by Panlina 
B. Granville. With Eight full-paga 
niuaratiDni by M . E . ftaser-T^er, 
Crown Sto. Cloth, price 5^. 

LEE (Rev. F. O.}, D.C.I.. 
The Other World; or, 
GlimpHsoftheSupeniattira]. Bvolt- 
A Mew Edition, Crown Svo. (^Ill, 
price 151. 

LEE (HDlme). 

Her Title of Honour. A 

Book for Girls. New Edition. With 
a Frontii;aece. Oown Bvo. Cloth, 

LEIQHTON (Rotwrt). 

Records and other Poems. 

With Portrait. Small crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price it. bd. 
LEWIS (Edward Dillon). 

A Draft Code of Criminal 

Law and Procedura. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price iti. 
LEWIS (Uary A.). 
A Rat with Three Tales. 
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LINDSAY(W. Lauder),M.D.,&c. 

Mind in the Lower Animals 
in Health and Disease, a vols. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 32X. 

LLOYD (Francis) and Charles 
Tebbitt. 

Extension of BmpireWeak- 
ness? Deficits Ruin? With a 
Practical Scheme for the Reconstruc- 
tion of Asiatic Turkey. Small crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3;. 6d. 

LOCKER (P.). 
London L3rTic8. A New and 

Revised Edition, with Additions and 
a Portrait of the Author. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, elegant, price 6s. 

Also, a Cheaper Edition. Fcap 
8vo. Goth, price 2s. 6d, 

LOKI. 

The New Werther. Small 

crown 8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

LONSDALE (Margaret). 
Sister Dora. A Biography, 
with Portrait engraved on steel by 
C. H. Jeens, and one illustration. 
Twelfth edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

LORIMER (Peter), D.D. 
John Knox and the Church 

of England : His Work in her Pulpit, 
and^ his Influence upon her Liturgy, 
Articles, and Parties. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price las. 

John Wiclif and his 

English Precursors, by (Gerhard 
Victor Lechler. Translated from 
the German, with additional Notes, 
a vols. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price ais. 

Love's Gamut and other 

Poems. Small crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 6d. 

Love Sonnets of Proteus. 

With ^ frontispiece by the Author. 
Elzevir Svo. Cloth, price 5X. 

LOVSTNDES (Henry). 
Poems and Translations. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 

LUMSDEN (Lieut.-Col. H. W.), 

Beowulf. An Old English 
Poem. Translated into modem 
rhymes. Small crown Svo. Cloth, 
pncesf. 
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MAC CLINTOCK (L.). 
Sir Spangle and the Dingy 

Hen. Illustrated. Square crown 
8vo., price 2S, 6d. 

MACDONALD (Q.). 

Malcolm. With Portrait of 
the Author engraved on Steel. Fourth 
Edition. Crown Svo. f^ice 6r. 

The Marquis of Lossie. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Qoth, 
price 6f. 

St. George and St. Michael. 

Second Edition. OownSvo. Cloth,6f. 

MACKENNA (S. J.). 

Plucky Fellows. A Book 
foe Boys. With Six Illustrations. 
Fourth Edition. Cro^m Svo. (jloth, 
price 3f . 6d, 

At School with an Old 

Drafifoon. With Six Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5X. 

MACLACHLAN (Mrs.). 

Notes and Extracts on 
Everlasting Punishment and 
Eternal Life, according to 
Literal Interpretation. Small 
crown Svo. Cloth, fnice 3«. 6d, 

MACLEAN (Charles Donald). 

Latin and Greek Verse 
Translations. Small crown Svo. 
Cloth, price aj. 

MACN AUQHT (Rev. John). 
Ccena Domini: An Essay 

on the Lord's Supper, its Primi- 
tive Institution, Apostolic Uses, 
and Subsequoit History. Demy 
Svo. Cloth, price 14^. 

M ACINUS (Mrs.). 
About the Jews since Bible 

Times. From the Babylonian exile 
till the English Exodus. Small 
crown Svo. Cloth, price 51. 

MAGNUSSON (Eirikr), M.A.. 
and PALMER(£.H.), M.A. 

{ohan Ludvig Runeberg's 
•Vt\c«\ ^oti\e:&, 14:sV\a atid Bpi- 



C Kegan Paul 6* Co^s Publications. 
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MAIR (R. S.)t M.D., P.R.C.S.B. 

The Medical Guide for 

Anjflo- Indians. Being a Compen- 
dium of Advice to Europeans in 
India, relating to the Preservation 
and Regulation of Health. With a 
Supplement on the Management of 
Children in India. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. limp cloth, price 3^. 6</. 

MALDEN (H. E. and B. B.) 

Princes and Princesses. 

Illustrated. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price %s* 6d, 

MANNINQ (His Eminence Car- 
dinal). 

The True Story of the 
Vatican Council. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price ss, 

Marie Antoinette : a Drama. 

Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

MARKHAM (Capt. Albert Hast- 
ings), R.N. 

The Great Frozen Sea. A 
Personal Narrative of the Voyage of 
the ** Alert " during the Arctic Ex- 
pedition of 1875-6. With six full- 
page Illustrations, two Maps, and 
twenty-seven Woodcuts. Fourth 
and cheaper edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

A Polar Reconnaissance: 

being the Voyage of the "Isbjorn" 
to Novaya^ Zemlya in 1879. With 
zo^ Illustrations. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price i6x. 

Master Bobby : a Tale. By 
the Author of " Christina North." 
With Illustrations by E. H. Bbll. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 3S.6d. 

MASTERMAN (JO* 

Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

With, a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 
Qoth, price y. 6d. 

McORATH (Terence). 

Pictures from Ireland. New 

and cheaper edition. Crown 8va 
Cloth, price 2X. 

MEREDITH (George). 
The Egoist. A Comedy inNar- 
rative. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

*«* Also a Cheaper Edition^ith 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. CVoth, 
pn'ce 6s. 



MEREDITH iQttot%t)—conHnued, 

The Ordeal of Richard Fe- 

vercl. A Histo^ of Father and Son. 
In one vol. with Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s, 

MERRITT (Henry). 

Art - Criticism and Ro- 
mance. With Recollections, and 
Twenty-three Illustrations in eau- 
/ortt, by Anna Lea Merritt. Two 
vols. I^ge post 8vo. Cloth, 25^. 

MIDDLETON (The Lady). 

Ballads. Square i6mo. Cloth, 
price 3X. 6d. 

MILLER (Edward). 

The History and Doctrines 

of Irvineism ; or^ the so-called Ca- 
tholic and Apostohc Church. 3 vols. 
Large post 8vo. Qoth, price asf . 

The Church in Relation to 
the State. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
7f . 6d. 

MILNE (James). 
Tables of Exchange for the 

Conversion of Sterling Money into 
Indian and Ceylon Currency, at 
Rates from is. %d. to ar. 3a. per 
Rupee. Second Edition. Dttay 
8vo. Qoth, price £2 as. 

MINCHIN O* O.). 

Bulgaria since the War. 

Notes of a Tour in the Autumn of 
1879. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, 
pnce 3f . 6d. 

MOCKLER (E.). 

A Grammar of the Baloo- 
chee Language, as it b spoken in 
Maloan (Ancient Gedrosia), in the 
Persia-Aiabic and Roman characters. 
Fcap. 8to. Qoth, price ss. 

MOFFAT (Robert Scott). 

The Economy of Consump- 
tion ; an Omitted Chapter in Political 
Economy,^ with special reference to 
the Questions of Commercial Crises 
and the Policy of Trades Unions; 
and with Reviews of the Theories of 
Adaxcv ^\s£L\Sci^ '«j«»xJiSi^ ^-'^'^S^c^ 
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MOPPAT (Rabett Scott)-cm- 

The Principles of a Time 

Policy : tieiiiE u Eipotitiaii of ■ 
Melliod of Seiuiog Disputes txtweoi 
EmploycTB uid Employed in ruanl 
ID Tuac ud Wigo, by a rimple F»- 
ceu of Mcrcantila Butar, without 
rnxmnE to Strilco or Lockiniut. 
Repnnted fioiii "The Econmnjr of 
Couiunptioit»" with a Pn&c« mud 
AppenducontiuilDg Obscmttion on 
■ome Rcviewi of tlut book, and a Re- 
criddui of the Theoria of Ricudo 
ud J. S. MiU OD Rml, Vuloe, ud 
Com of Froducdoii. Demy Svo. 
aolh, price 31. «4. 
MOLTKK (Fleld-Hmbal Von]. 
Letteii from Ruaaia. 
Tmulued bv RoW Napiei. 

Notes of Travel. BeingEx- 
tTBcts from the Journals of. Crowo 
s™. aoth,pnce6r. 
Monmouth: ADrsTna,c}f which 

by pcmiisaiaii to Mr. Hcmy Irvinff. 
Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price JJ. 
HOORE (Ur*. Bloomfield}. 
Gondaline's Lesson. The 
Warden's Tale, Stories for Children, 
and other Poems. Crown Svo. Cloth, 

HORELL (J. R.). 
Euclid SimpliBed in Me- 
thod and l«aa|piaire. Beinj a 
Hanual of G«ometry. Compiled ftom 
the most ImportADt Frendi Works, 
■pprond b^ the Univet&ty of I^irit 
and the HuuBtei of Public IntEroc- 
tion. Fcup.avo. Cloth, price u. &f. 

UORICB (Rev. F. D.). K.A. 
The OlympiaD and Pythian 
OdesofPiadar. A New Transla- 
tion in English Verse. Crown Bm. 
Cloth, price 71. lU. 

HORSE (E. S.], Ph.D. 
First Book of Zoology. 



UORBHEAD (E. D. A.) 

The Agamemnon of .Ss- 

cbj'lui. Tiaoslaled into English 
RiK; Wah an Introdncloiy Essay. 
Ooim S-WI3. Clolh, price ji. 



NAAKB U> T-). 

Slsvoi^c Fairy Tales. 

From Rninaii, Serviu, Poliih, and 
Bohemian Sources. WldiFovIUui- 
tratiau. Crown gvo. doth, i*iMs>. 
NBWHAN (J- H.), D.D. 

Cbaract eristics ttoxa the 

Wrltinsa of. Being Selectim 
from hii Twiou Works. Arranged 

Third Edition. VRih Pcnnit! 

Crown tm. Clolh, price 6i. 

V APomiiaftheRer. Dr.J.H. 

be had. price u. Ctf. 
NICHOI^S (Thoraaa), Ph.D., 



intheFoiT 

don, tracm^ Kace- 
in from the earl lest 
umes, wiEn especial reference to the 
incotpotilion of the Celtic Abori. 
gines- Fifth Edition. Demy Biro. 
Cloth, price 161. 
NICHOLSON (Edward Byron). 
The Christ Child, and other 
Poems. &OWD Svo. Clodi, price 

The Rights of an Animal. 

Crown Bra. Qoth, price 31. &t 
The Gospel according to 

"■* "*' "- Its FnpneoE Ot— 



leroalan 






. Demyi, 



latcd an. 



HICOLB (Arthuf). F.O.S,, 

Chapters ft/>m the Physical 

History of (he Earth. An Introduc- 
tion to Geoloer and Palmoototogy, 
w\tbnuaAiQMa^^%uA3a7Djna. ^>:^W 



C. Kegan Paul &• Co.'s PublUations. 



NOAKE(H^0r R. Comptan). 
The Bivouac ; or. Martial 
Lfriit, inth OD Appendix — Advice to 
tlx SiHdia. Fcap. Svo. Price jt. 6^. 

NOEL (Tbe Hon. Roden]. 
A Little Cbild'B Monument. 
Small crown Gvo. Qoth. pries jj. 64. 

NORMAN PBOPt.B (The). 
The Norman People, and 
lhc}r EviitinE DcanndajitB in _thB 

NORRIS (Rev. Alfred). 

The Inner and Outer Life 

PiKmi. Fc^. Std. Cloth, price 61. 
No tea on Cavalry Tactica, 

Oiyaiilntlon, ftc. By ■ Canlrr 

Officer, nrithliiagnims. DsmrBvo. 

Clotli, price lu. 
Nuces : ExerciaeB on the 

Srntai of tbe Public School 



1 Prim 



r Editior 



badbguiid together ia cloth, price 3J, 
O'BRIEN (Chnrlolte Q.). 

Light and Shade. 3 vols. 

down Sto. Qoth, gill lopi, prio 



O'HAQAN (John), 
The Song of Roland. Tram- 

Uted into Enslith Vene. Luge 
poKt Bvo. Parclunent ODdqiie, [oice 

!».&/. 

O'MEARA(Kathlsan). 
Frederic Oianam, Professor 
of the SotIh^um ; Hii Life uid 
Wsrki. Sacimd Edition. Crown 
Ivo. Cloth, price 71- «A 

Our Public Schools, Eton, 
H»mrw, Winchester, Rughy. Weu- 
miiatcr, Marlborough, The Charter. 
houie. Crown Svo. Qoth, price 61. 

OWEN (F, M.). 

John Keats. A SUdj. 

Cnwatvo, Ooth, pricaGi, 



OWEN (Rev. Robert), B.D. 

Sanctorale CathoUcum ; or 

Book of Sunu. With Notes, Criti- 
cal, Eregeticiil, iuid HlMoticiiL 
Demy 8fo. Cloth, price lii. 
An Essay on the Commu- 
nion of Sniote- Including an 
ExarainaliOD of the "Cullus Sue- 



Author of "Ginevm "and the " Duke 
of Guise." Crown 8vo. Cloth, St. 

PALQRAVB (^. Oifford). 
Hermann Agha ; An Eastern 
NuTstive. Third ud Cheaper Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. Cloth, prka it. 

PALHBR (Charlea Walter). 
The Weed : a Poem, Small 
crown Svo. Cloth, price 3t. 

PANDURANO MARI 1 
Oi, Memoirs of a Hindoo. 
With an Intreductorv Prt&ca hv Si 
H. Battle E. Frere, G.CS.L, ta 
Ctown Sto. Pries fir. 

PARKER (Joieph), D.D. 
The Puaclete: An Essar 
on the Fenonalit^ and Ministry at 
the Holy Ghost, with wme relercnce 
to current dlscusdoni. Second Edi. 
tioo- Demy 8vo. Qotli, price lar. 

PARR (Capt. H. Hallam). 

A Sketch of the Kafir and 

Zulu Wars : Guadana to Isand- 
hlwana, with Maps. Small oown 
Svo. Qoth, price it. 
The Dress, Horses, and 
Equipment of Infantry and Staff 
Officers. Crown Bvo. Cloth, 

PAR SLOE (loaeph). 
Our Railways 1 Sketches, 

Historical and Descriptive. With 
Practical Infonnatioo as to Fares, 
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PAUL (C. EiKu)- 

M«ry Wollatonecrafi. 

Iiatun lo Imlay. With PrefMory 
McirKdr bv, and Two Panrsits in 
au fartt, W Aniu Lea Morltt. 
Crown Sto. CEoth. price £)- 

Ooethe'a Faust. A N«w 

l>uiluion in fiima. Crown tre. 
Cloch, piicsfit. 

Wmiam Oodvrin; His 
FriiDdi ud CojitEmportiiii 



WAP. 
Hiudwr 



f Godwi 






publithid. 

Edked, with ■ Prefece, by C. 
Kcgan PkuI. CrcTwn Bvo. Clolh, 

PAUL (HarK«nt Ag;nH). 
Gentle and Simple : A Stoi7< 

■ vols. CrowDSvD. Cloth, gilt topi, 

■,* Also BChekpaEditioD m ona 

vol. with FrontiiEun. Crown Evo, 

Cloth, ptice 6i. 
PAYNE (John). 

SongB of Life and Deatb. 

Crown 8vo- Qoth, price Jr. 
PAYNE (Prof.J. F.V 

Lectures on Education. 

II. FrSbet imd the Kiodergaiua 
lystcm. StcaaA Edition. 

A Visit to German Schools : 

Blementuy School! In Qar- 
maoy. Notes of a Profnsioiu] Toor 
to inspect lomt of the Kinder[pTtens, 
Pnmary Schools, Public Girla 
Schools, and Schooli for Technical 
Enitructim in Hamburgh. Berlir 
presdeo, Weimu, Cotl^ P!??^> 



Goths, fosenach, 

;g7+ WithCritica 

of the Gmeral Principles 

and Practice of KiodergartcDS and 



catioEL Crown Svo. Cloth , price 
ti.6J. 
PELLET AN (B.). 
The Desert Pastor, Jean 

Fiench. BJ Colonel E. P. De 
L'Hosce. With a Frontispiece. New 
Hdib'oa. Fcap. Brot Cloth, piic* 



< (H. Cbolmondaley). 

Pegasus Res addled, Bj 

the Author of " Pngl oa PMnmu." 
Kc. ftc Wth Ten Full-n 
tntioni fay Ge 
Second Edidon. 
el^anlj price 11 
PENRICE <Maj. J.), B.A. 

A Dictionary and Qlossary 

ofthe Ko-ran. With cniious Gnm- 
□f the Ten. 4ta. Cloth, price lu. 
FESCHEL (Dr. Oicar). 

The Races of Man and 

their QeogTaphlcal DiatribntloD. 
Larie crown Sni. dotli, price 91. 
PFSIFFER(EMl1y}. 
Qnarterman's Grace, and 
other Poerai. Crown Bto. Oolli, 

Glan Alarch: His Silence 
aod Beug. A Poem._ Second 

Qerard'a Monument, and 
other Poemi. Second Editioa. 

Poems. Second Edition. 
Crown Bid. doth, price fit. 

Sonnets and Songs. New 

Edinoa, lAmo. bandaoiuely printed 
and bound in cloth, gilt ed^es, ptice 

PINCHES fThomaa}, H.A. 

Samuel Wllberforce: Faith 

—Service— Recompcnae. Three 

Sermoni. With a Portrait of Bishop 
Wilherforce (aftet a Photogn^ by 
Charles Watldns). CrownBvo. Cloth, 

PLAYFAIR (Lieut. -Col.). Her 
Britannic U^uiy'i Connl-Genaal 
in Algiers. 
Travels in the Footsteps of 



Uaps, &c. Royal 4to. U. 
bevelled boardi, gill bam, p 

POLLOCK (Frederick). 
Spinoza. His Life and Phi- 



C. Kegan PmU *• Co.'s Publicatims. 



POLLOCK (W. K.). 

LeciuTCB on French Poets. 

Delivered u iha Konl InidnuiDD. 

POOR (Laun £,)■ 
Sanskrit and Its kindred 
Lrfteraturee. Sttntiea in Compara- 

tive Mythology- Small ■ °— 

Ckilb, pcin ji. 

POUSHKIN <A. 8J. 

RuBBian Ro 

l^auilaud from the Tilea of Belldn, 
&c. By Mn.J. BiichanTella(>(/( 
Hpnnvieff). Onwii Sto. Oodi, 

PRESBYTER. 
UnfoldinKB Of ChriBtian 

Hope. An £may lliawiiig Lhal the 
Doctrine '—■ ' — ■"■- " 

^. 

Small crown IvD. Cloth, [(ice v 
PRICE (Prof. Bonuny). 

Cuirency and Banking. 

Crown 8to. Ooth, price fit. 
Chapters on Practical Polt- , 
tlcal Economy. B^ng the Sub- ' 
nance o[ Lectinrei delivered before 
Ihs Univenicy of Oxford. I^ixe 
pMt Sto. ClWh, price lai . 

Proteus and Amadena. A 
Conespandence. Edited b; Aubrey 
DeVcte. CrownSro. Ooth.pricesi. 

PUBLIC SCHOOLBOY. 
The Volunteer, the Militia- , 
man, aod tbe Regular Soldier. 
Crown SvQ. Cloth, price 51. 1 

PULPlTCOMMENTARYCThe). 
Edited by the Rev. J. S. Exhll and 
the Rev. Canon H. D. M. Spbncs. 
Ezra, Nehemiah, and i 
Eather. By Rev. Canon G. Rawlin- 
SOD. M.A.; with HomiUei by Rev. 
Prof. J. R. Thonuoo, M.A., Rev. 
Prof. R. A. Redford, LL.B., M.A., 
Rev. W. S. Lewij, MJi. , Rev. J. A. 
Macdonald, Rev. A, Maeliennal. , 
B.A.. Rev. W. Clarkson, B.A.. Rev. 
F. ilaidnpi, Rev. W. Dinwiddle, I 
LL.B., Rev. Prof. Rowlands, B.A., 
Rev. G. Wood, B.A.. Rev. Prof. P. I 
a Bariier, LL.B., M.A., and Rev. I 
J. S. £iell, Third Edilwo. Pncn 



PULPIT COHUENTARY<Tbc) 

I Samuel. By the Veiy Rev. 

R. P. Sniilb, D.D. With Homiliei 
by the Rev. Donald Fraser, D.S., 
Rev. Prof Chapman, and Rev. B. 
Dale. Third Editioo. Price lii. 
Genesis, By Rev. T. White- 
law, M.A. ; wiih HomiUes ' 
VeiyRe ^ " -- 



the 



, -..v.'y.F.Mon^Iomery.: 

'. Prof. R. A. Rtdfoid, M.A., 
V, r. Hauingi. Rev. W. 



F.R.S. ; and Introductions to the 
Penutcuch by the RiEhl Rev. H. 
Cotierill, D.Dy and Rev. T. While- 
law, M.A. Tliitd Edition. Price 

Judges and Ruth. By Right 

Rev. Lord A. C. Herrey, D.D., and 
Rev. J. Morrison, D.D. Wth Ho- 
milies by Rev. A. F. Muir, M.A. ; 
Rev. W. F, Adtney, M.A. ; Rev. 
W. M. SlBlham ; J " ~ - - - 



Udridee, LL._ . 

R. Glover, Rev. I. de Preaeni^, 
D.D., Rev. J. Waite, Rev. F. W, 
Adeney, and an Introduction by the 
Rev. A. Flununer, M.A. Second 
Edition. Price ii>. &f. 

PuDJaub (The) and North 

Wuten Frontier of India. By an 
old Funjaubea. Crown Bvo. doth. 



KAVENSHAW Uoho Heory), 

Gsur; Its Ruins and In- 

■cr^ptlon*. Edited with consder- 
Dble addition! and alterationi tnr bil 
Widow. With forty-four photo- 
graphic illustrations and twenty-five 

loyal tto. CloUi, 3I. rjr. 6d. 
READ (Carve tb). 
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Realities of the Future Life. 
Small crown 8vo. Qoth, price 

RBANBY (Mrs. Q. S.). 
Blessing and Blessed; a 

Sketch of Girl Life. New and 
cheaper Edition. With a frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo. Qoth, ^oty.td. 
Waking and Working ; or, 
from Qirlhood to Womanhood. 
New and cheaper edition. With a 
Fnmtispiece. Crown 8vo. Qoth, 
mceax. 6d, 

Rose Guemey's Discovery. 

A Book for Girls, dedicated to their 
Mothers. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

English Girls : their Place 
and Power. With a Prefieu:» by 
R. W. Dale, M.A., of Birmin|^am. 
Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price af . 6d, 

Just Anyone, and other 
Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
x6mo. Cloth, price xs. 6d. 

Sunshine Jenny and other 
Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
z6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d, 

Sunbeam Willie, and other 

Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
z6mo. Qoth, price is. 6d, 

RBNDALL (J. M.). 

Concise Iiandbook of the 
Island of Madeira. With plan of 
Funchal and map of the Island. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

REYNOLDS (Rev. J. W.>. 
The Supernatural m Na- 
ture. A Verification by Free Use of 
Science. Second Edition, revised 
and enlarged. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price z^r. 

Mystery of Miracles, The. 

By the Author of " The Supernatural 
in Nature." Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

RHOADES (James). 

The Georgics of Virgil, 

Translated into English Verse. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price $s. 

RIBOT (Prof. Th.). 
English Psychology. Se- 
cond Edition. A Revised and Cor- 
recUd Tnmslation from the latest 
Fnach Edition, Laxgp post 8vo. 

Clotb, price gs. 



RIBOT (Prof. Th.y--cantmu4d. 
Heredity i A PsycholM[ical 

Study on its Phenomena, its Laws, 
its Causes, and its Consequences. 
Large crown 8va (3oth, price 9s, 
RINK (ChevaUer Dr. Henry). 
Greenland : Its People and 

its Products. By the Chevalier 
Dr. Hbnry Rink, President of the 
Greenland Board of Trade, ^^th 
sixteen Illustrations, drawn by the 
Eskimo^ and a Map. Edited by Dr. 
RoBBRT Brown. Crown 8vo. Price 
zof . 6d. 

ROBERTSON (The Late Rev. 
F. W.), M.A., of Brighton. 

The Human Race, and 

other Sermons preached at Chelten- 
ham, Oxford, and Brighton. Second 
Edition. Large post 8vo. Cloth, 
^ce 7^ . 6d, 

Notes on Genesis. New 

and cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo., 
price 3X. Bd. 

Sermons. Four Series. Small 

crown 8va Qoth, price y. &i each. 

Expository Lectures on 
St Paul's Epistles to the Co- 
rinthians. A New Edition. Small 
crown 8va Qoth, price 5*. 

Lectures and Addresses, 

with other literary remains. A New 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Clothjnice sf . 
An Analysis of Mr. Tenny- 
son's "In Memoriam." (Dedi- 
cated by Permission to the Poet- 
Laureate.) Fcap. 8vo. Qoth, price 3f. 

The Education of the 
Human Race. Translated from 
the German of Gotthold Ephcaim 
Lessing. Fcap. 8va Cloth, price 
9S. 6d. 

Life and Letters. Edited by 
the Rev. Stopford Brooke, M.A., 
Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen. 

I. 2 vols., uniform with the Sor- 
mons. With Steel Portrait. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

II. Library Edition, in Demy 8va, 
with Portrait Cloth, price X9S. 

III. A Popular Edition, in one voL 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6f . 

The above Works can oho hi had 
half-bound in fnorocco. 
•«* Al PottcMloCthe late Rev. F. W. 



\M\ad, vnfi» M. ^d. 



C. Kegan Paul 6* Cj.'j Publications. 



dc Fcap. ivo. Clotli, price 

RODWELL (O. F.). F.R.A.8., 



Sie. ciotb, price i^. 
ROSS (Mia. E.).("NekieBn»k ")- 
Daddy's Pet. A Sketch 

from Humble U'e. With SU lUui- 
tradotia. Royal ifimo. Qotht pricv is, 

ROSS (Alciaoder), Q.D. 
Memoir of Alezandei 
fivrinsi Bishop of Argyll and tlie 
Islee. Second and Cheaper Edidon. 
Demr Sn). Cloth, price lot. &f. 

SADLER (8. W.), R.N. 

Tbe Amcon Cruiser. A 

Hidahipmao'i Adventoret od the 
W«t Coajt With Three Illustm- 
tiont. Second Edition. Oown Bvo. 
Cloth, price jt. 6^ 

SALTS (Rev. Alfred), LL.D. 
Godparents at Confirma- 
tion. With a Preface by the Bishop 
Cloth, limp, price u. 

SAMUEL (8ydn;^y HodIbeu). 

JewiBh Life in the Bast. 
mall crown 8yo. Cloth, price ji. 6,1. 
Sappho. A Dream. By the 
Author of " Pahice and PrisOB," &c. 
Crown 6vo. aolh, price jj. (td. 
SAUNDERS (Katherine). 
Qideon'B Rock, and other 
Stories. Crown Bvo. Qoth, price 61. 

Joan Mertyweather,and other 

Stizies. Crown Sto. Ooth, price 6). 
Margaret and Elizabeth, 
A Story of the Sea. down Svo. 
Cloth, price 6f . 
SAUNDERS (John]. 

Israel Mort, Overman : A 

Story oTlhe Mine. O. Svo. Price £1. 
HireU. With Frontispiece. 
Crown Sra. Cloth, price 31. id. 
Abel Drake's Wlfo. VfiOi 



SAYCE (Rev. Archibald HCDIy). 

Introduction to the Science. 

cf TAneuase. Two vols., large post 
SToTclMh, price ajJ. 
SCHBLL (Haj. von). 

The operations of the 

Pint Aimy under Qeu. VOD 
Qoeben. TnuuUted l>y CoL C H. 
von Wright Four Maps. Dem; 
°— aoth,pr 



The Operatloi 



of the 



Plral 

StelDmeti, Tranilated by Caplsia 
E. O. HoUist. Demy Bvo. Cloth, 
price iDj. 6d. 

SCHBLLENOORF (lI^.-QcD. 
B, von). 

The Duties of the General 



fantry Tactic*. Puts I. and IL 



SCOOHE8 (W. Baptlste)- 
Four Centuries of Bngliah 
" . Selection of 359 Letters 









Edited and arranged by. LaiEe 
SCOTT (Leader). 

A Nook in the Apennines: 

A SuDuner beneath the Cheilnuls. 
With Frontisp!ec<^ and aj Illastra' 
lions in the Teit, chiefly from 
Original Skctchei. Crown Bvo. 
Cloth, price )f. Sd. 
SCOTT (Robert H.). 
Weather Charts and Storm 
Wamingi. llinsualed. SecondEdi. 
tion. Crown Sto. Cloth, price 31. ti^. 

. 6™. ;».«« ^,5—"^^ 



AUdof 



Sennoas to Naval Cadets. 

Preached on board H.M.S. 

" Britumia." SduU crown Siro. 

Ooth, price yi. M. 
SoTcn Autumn Leave! from 

PalrvUad. IllaKntad with Nine 

Xidmigi. Sqwn crown Bra. Ootb, 

tHADWELL (Mal-Qeii.), C.B. 
Mountain Warfare. lUn*- 
tzat«d by the Cunpaign (£ 1799 la 
Switnrluid. Bfiiof a TnuuidaB 
<tf (hs Swi« NamttvE tompilcd bon 
tha World or tbB Aichdiika Ourlo, 
JoauBi, ud othcn. AIu of Nct« 
b7 GniBal H. Dofonr on Ihs Cwn- 
HlSD(£tb«ViilldtiiKmi6]j' Widi 
Appeodix. Mapi, and Introdoctorr 
Rauukt-DdDr Sto. Cloth, price ifil. 

SHAK3PEARE (Charlea). 
Saint Paul at Athena 1 
Spititoel Chtudonily io Relation to 
lonui Aspect! of Modem Thonght. 

pluii's Chorth, Wdtboume Full. 
With Pttface hy lie Rev. Qmon 
Fahkab. CrowcSvo. Oolt, prices.. 
BHAW (Hnjor WilUmoD). 

The Elements of Modem 

T actio. Piacticallj' applied 10 
English FomutioDB. Witll Twency- 
fin Pluei and Man. Second and 
cheaper EdilioD. I^all crowD 8vo. 
Cloth, price jc. 

•.• The Second Volume of "Mili- 
tary Haodbaola for Officer! and 
Non-conumuioDed Officer!." EdiWd 
by LieuI.Oal. C. B. Biackcabuiv, 
It A., A.A.G. 
SHAW (Flora L.}. 

Castle Blair: a Story of 

Youthful Livei. 9 Tols. Crown Svo. 
Cblh, lilt lop*, prica lU. Alio, an 
_didon_iB^pjia_TOl. Crown Svo, 61. 



a. Wth. (I 



Srttpmu^iB Em 
ity by PacvBytOia 
J'iitnit. Thud £1 
Sto. Clotb, price y. 



SHBLLBY (PerCT Byaahe). 
Poems selected from. Dedi- 
cated to Lady Shelley. With Frt- 
bcc by Sichard Gamett. Prinled 

froDIispiece-Euctir.SvD. .limp parch- 
ment antique. Price £j., vellum 7f.(ii£ 
SHERMAN (Qen. W. T.). 

Memoirs of Geneial W. 

- - - of ihe 

m Civil 

vdi. With 

— ^- - my Sw Cloth, pat 

8HILI.IT0(Re«.JoM|>h}. 
Womanhood : itt Duties, 
Temptatioiix, and I^vilegci. A Book 
lor Yoinig Women. Secoid Edition. 
Oown Bvo. Frica 31. 6d. 

SHIPLBY (Re*. Orby), H.A. 

Princlplea of the Faith In 

Relation to Sin. Topica fbr 
Thonght in Tlma of Setnat. 
Eleven Addrcaaei. With an Iniro- 
duction on the nutect c^ Dogmatic 
Theol«y in the Church of England, 
and a PonicripE on hi* leavins ihe 
Qiurch of ifnylMinl Demy Svo. 
doth, prio* T*r. 

Church Tracta, or Studies 

In HodernProbleina. Byvariooa 
Writera. aTtJa. CrownSvD. Clotb, 
price ^r. each. 
Sister Augustine, Superior 
of the Sitlen of Charity at the St. 
Johannis Hoipiial u Bonn. Antho- 
rized Translation by Hani Thaiau 
fiointheGerEEUinMemcaiabcf Ama- 



d by tha Daily, Scuottd, 

other Cydical Chansci in die Hnauui 
Sntem. ANnrEditioD. Poatlvo. 



FamlUca, Schools, and tl 
boarlne Claaaea. ANawkunoa. 
Pat Bvo. Cloth, price jr. 6d. 

Tubercular Consumptioii 

tn Mb SuW «n& luuwUAMa 
&Uc<ia. %KC«\ 'UiDBiB. ^^aaa« 



a-B>. CWih,vi»U. 



C Kegan Paul &• Co.'s Publications. 



Bones of Two Worlds. Bv 

Ihe Atabm of "The Epic of Hsdes.'^ 
Siilh Edilicm. Complete in one 
Vnlurae, with Fottnit Fcup, 8va. 
Qoth, price ji. 6d. 

Songs for Music. 

By Four Friends. Squn aom 
Svo. Cloth, price u- 
ContaioiDE sodkv by Regimdd A, 
G>ttv, Stt^en H. Gan, Gteiille 
J. Chesia, ud Juliau SwiDg. 
SPEDDIHO (James). 
Reviews and Discussions, 
Literary, Political, and His- 



Shakspeare and Classical 

ADtiquity : Greek and Latin Anti- 
quity as pre»Dted in Shakspeare's 
Plajs. Translated by Emily J. Caiey. 
large post s™. Cfoih, pnce lai. 



8TBPHSN8 (Arcbfbald John), 



BTEVBN8 (William). 

The Truce of Ood, and other 

PoeDU. Small crown 8vo. Doth, 
STEVENSON (Robnt LoDla). 

An Inland Voyage. With 

Frontiiraeca by Walter Cnwe. 
CrowD Bvo. Cloth, price jt. SJ. 

Travels with a Donkey in 

the Cevennea. With Froatispiece 
byWolterOme. CrownSvo. Goth, 
price ji. Gdl, 



STEVENSON (Rev. W. F.). 
Hymns foi Uie Church and 
Home. Selected and Edited by the 
Rev, W. Fleming Sterenvn. 

Tlie mou lamplen Hymn Book 
published. 

The Hymn Book coniiiti of Tinea 
Porta :— I. For Public Worship.— 
II. For Funily and Prime WoidUD. 
—III. For Childnu. 
\* Publishtd in varina ffrmt vid 
trim, *** laltrr rawiv A*" *^ 
Is 61. LiiU and JkU fart 
aiUlt fitrHitlud m ---'--- 
tlu PtJilaluri, 



- _4 {Frank R.). 

A Jolly Fellowship. With 
aoIllustratlQns. CrownSvo. doth, 

BTORR(FrancUX and TURNER 

Canterbury Chlmea ; or, 
Chaucer Tales retold to QiiMien. 
With lUusimtions from the EUea- 
mereMS. Em Fcap. Bvo. doth, 
price 3*- W: 



With Foul 

The Wonderful Life. 

Thirteenth Thousand. Fcap. Bvo. 



V Alio s Cheaper Edition in 
onevolume.with Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price Gr . 
3TUBB8 (Uent.-Colonel F. IW.) 

The Regiment of Bengal 

Artillery. The Histocy oT lu 

OrEanintioo, Eqaipfnentt and War 
Services. COmmled from Pnbllibed 
World, Official Record!, and varioni 
Private Sources. With nnmiroiu 
Haps and IllmtradoDS. a vols. 
Demy flvo. Clodi, price 3U. 
STUMM (Lieut. Hugo), German 
"■■-■- — ■■--■^•- the Ittivanl»- 



Milituy Altadi^ 10 
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SULLY (lames), M.A. 
Sensation and Intuition. 
Demy 8va Second Edition. Cloth, 
price zotT. td. 

Pessimism : a History and 
a Criticism. Demy Svo. Pnce z^r. 

Sunnyland Stories. 

By the Author of "Aunt Mary's Bran 
Pie." Illustrated. Small 8vo. Qoth, 
price 3f. td* 

Sweet Silveiy Sayings of 
Shakespeare. Crown 8va Cloth 
gilt, price ^s, 6d, 

SYME (David). 

Outlines of an Industrial 

Science. Second Editicm. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 6s, 

Tales from Ariosto. Retold for 

Children, by a Lady. With three 
illustrations. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 4s. 64. 

TAYLOR (Algernon). 
Guienne. Notes of an Autumn 

Tour. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 4r.6</. 

TAYLOR (Sir H.). 
Works Complete. Author's 

Edition, in 5 vols. Crown Svo. 
Qoth, price 6s. each. 

Vols. I. to III. containing the 
Poetical Works, Vols. IV. and V. 
the Prose Works. 

TAYLOR (Col. Meadows), C.S.I., 
M.R.I.A. 

A Noble (^ueen : a Romance 

of Indian History. New Edition. 
With Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
Cloth. Price 6x. 

Seeta. New Edition with 
fiontispiece. Crown Svo. Qoth, 
price 6s. 

Tippoo Sultaun : a Tale of 

the M3rsore War. New Edition with 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Qoth, 
price 6f. 

Ralph Darnell. New Edi- 
tion. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
CIoth» price 6s. 

The Confessions of a Thug. 

New Edition. With Frontispiece. 
Crown Sva Qoth, price 6s. 

Tara : a Mahratta Tale. 
New Edition, With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, Cloth, price 6t. 



TEBBITT (Charles) and Francis 
Lloyd. 

Extension of Empire Weak- 
ness? Deficits Ruin? With a 
Practical Scheme for the Recon- 
struction of Asiatic Turkey. Small 
crown Svo. Cloth, price 3^. 6d. 

TENNYSON (Alfred). 

The Imperial Library Edi- 
tion. Complete in 7 vols. Demy Sva 
Cloth, ^ce £3 Z3X. 6d. ; in Rox- 
burgh bmding, £4 js, 6d. 

Author's Edition. Complete 
in 6 Volumes. Post Sva Qoth gilt; 
or half-morocco, Rozburs^h style : — 

Vol. I. Early Poems, and 

English Idylls. Price 6s. ; Roz- 
buxgh, js. 6a. 

Vol. II. Locksley Hall, 
Lucretius, and other Poems. 
Price 6s. ; Roxburgh, -js. 6d. 

Vol. III. The Idylls of 

the King {Compute). Price 7^. 6d.; 
Rozbuxs^n, gs. 

Vol. IV. The Princess, and 

Maud. PricfB6f.; Rozbuxsh, js. 64. 

Vol. V. Enoch Arden, 
and In Memoriam. Price 6s. ; 
Roxburgh, js. 64. 

Vol. VI. Dramas. Price 7x.; 

Roxburgh, Zs. 64. 

Cabinet Edition. 12 vols. 

Each with Frontispiece. Fcap. Sva 
Qoth, price w . 64. each. 

Cabinst Edition, is vols. Com- 
plete in handsome Ornamental Case. 

Pocket Volume Edition. 

13 vols. In neat case, 36*. Dittos 
ditta Extra doth gilt, in case, 4af. 

The Royal Edition. With 

25 Illustrations and Portrait. Cloth 
extra, bevelled boards, gilt leaves. 
Price 2w. 

The Guinea Edition. Com- 
plete in Z2 vols., neatly bound and 
enclosed in box. Qom, price ns. 
French morocco, price 3z«. 6d, 

The Shilling Edition of the 



C. Kigan Paul <S* Co!s Publications. 
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TENNYSON iAlfrtdy-eofOinued. 

The Crown Edition. Com- 
plete in one vol., strongly bound In 
do^ price 6x. Cloth, extra gilt 
leaves, price js, 6d, Roxburgh, 
half morocco, price Zs. 6d, 

*«* Can also be had in a variety 
of other bindings. 

Original Editions: 
Ballads and other Poems. 

Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 31. 6d, 

The Lover's Tale. (Now 
for the first time published.) Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, 3X. 6d. 

Poems. Small 8yo. Cloth, 

price 6f. 

Maud, and other Poems. 
Small 8va Qoth, price 3X. 6d, 

The Princess. Small Svo. 

Cloth, price 3X. 6d. 

Idylls of the King. Small 
8vo. Cloth, price $$, 

Idylls of the King. Com- 
plete. Small 8va Cloth, price 6s, 

The Holy Grail, and other 
Poems. Small 8va Cloth, price 

Qareth and Ljmette. Small 

Svo. Qoth, price 3X. 

Enoch Arden, &c Small 
8va Qoth, price jf . 6d, 

In Memoriam. Small Svo. 
Qoth, price 4«. 

Queen Mary. A Drama. 

New Edition. Crown 8va Qoth, 
price 6f. 

Harold. A Drama. Crown 
8vo. Qoth, price 6f . 

Selections firom Tenny- 
son's Works. Super royal z6mo. 
Qoth, price 3^. 6d, Qoth gilt extra, 
price 4X. 

Songs from Tennjrson's 

Works. Super royal z6mo. Qoth 
extra, {nice 31. 64, 

Also a cheap edition. i6ino. 
Qoth, price ^s, 64, 
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TENNYSON iK\![t^y-i:oniinuid, 
Idylls of the King, and 

other -Poems. Illustrated by JuUa 
Mainpret Cameron, a vols. Folio. 
Hal^bound morocco, cloth sides, 
price £6 6s. each. 

Tennyson for the Young and 

for Recitation. Specially arranged. 
Fcap. 8vo. Price is, 6d, 

Tennyson Birthday Book. 

Edited by Emily Shakespear. 3amo. 
Qoth limp, af . ; cloth extra, 3X. 

%* A superior edition, printed in 
red and black, on antique paper, 
specially prepared. Small crown Svo. 
Cloth extra, gilt leaves, price 51. ; 
and in venous calf ana morocco 
bindings. 

In Memoriam. A new Edi- 
tion, choicely^ printed on hand- 
made i^aper, with a MiniatKure Por- 
trait in eau forte by Le Rat, 
after a photograph by the late Mrs. 
Cameron. Boimd in hmp parchment 
antique, price 6f ., vellum 7; . 6d. 

The Princess. A Medley. 

Choicely printed^ on hand-made 
paper, with a miniature frontispiece 
by H. M. Paget and a tail-piece in 
outline by Gordon Browne. Limp 
parchment^ antique, price 6s,, 
vellum, price 7^ . 

Songs Set to Music, by 

various Composers. Edited by W. 
G. Cusins. Dedicated by express 
permission to Her Majesty the 
Queen. Royal 4to. Clodi extra, 
gilt leaves, price ax^., or in half- 
morocco, price 25f . 

THOMAS (Moy). 

A Pi^ht for Life. \^th 
Frontifpiece. Crown 8vo. Qotib, 
price 3X. 6d, 

THOMPSON (Alice C). 
Preludes. A Volume of 
Poems. Illustrated by Elizabeth 
Thompson (Painter of "The Roll 
Call'li 8va Qoth, price 7«. 6tL 

THOMSON Q. TumbuU). 
Social Problems ; or, an In- 
quiry into th& Ijkv ^ \:^&ef»Kis»&^ 
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THRINO (Rev. Qodft«v)»'BJk. 
Hymns and Sacred Lyrics. 
Fcap. 8va Ookh, price 3f . ^ 

TODHUNTBR fDr. J.) 
A Study of SneUey. Crown 
8vo. Clothi price 7* . 

Alcestis : A Dramatic Poem. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5;. 

Laurella ; and other Poems. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6f . 6d, 

TOLINQSBY (Prere). 
Elnora. An Indian Mytho- 
logical Poon. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, 
pnce 6s, 

Translations from Dante, 
Petrarch, Michael Angelo, and 
Vittoria Colonna. Fcap. Svo. 
Cloth, price 7^ . 6d. 

TURNER (Rev. C. Tennyson). 
Sonnets, Ljrrics, and Trans- 
lations. Crown 8va Qoth, price 
4X. 64, 

Collected Sonnets, Old and 

New. With Preface by Alfred 
Tennyson ; also some Marginal Notes 
by S. T. Coleridge, and a Critical 
Essay by James Spedding. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 7^. 6d, 

TWININQ (Louisa). 
Recollections of Work- 
house Visiting and Manage- 
ment during twenty-five years. 
Small crown Svo. Cloth, price y. 6d, 

VAUQHAN (H. Halford), some- 
time Regius Professor of Modem 
History in Oxford University. 

New Readings and Ren- 
dering^ of Shakespeare's Tra- 
gedies, a vols. Demy 8vo. Qoth, 
price 251. 

VILLARI (Prof.). 
Niccolo Machiavelli and 

His Times. Translated by Linda 
Villari. 2 vols. Large post Svo. 
Cloth, price 24J. 

VINCENT (Capt. C. B. H.). 

Elementary Military 

Geography, Reconnoitring, and 

Sketching. Compiled for Non- 

Commisdontd O&cen and Soldiers 

of all Arms, Square crown Svo. 

Goth, price at, 6d, 



VYNBR (Lady Mary). 
Eveiy day a Portion. 

Adapted ftom. the Bible and the 
Prayd^ook, for the Private Devo- 
tions of those living in Widowhood. 
Collected and edited by Lady Marr 
Vyner. Square crown Svo. Qoth 
extra, price 5;. 

WALDSTBIN (Charles), Ph. D. 
The Balance of Emotion 

and Intellect: An Essay Intro- 
ductory to the Study of Philosophy. 
Grown Svo. Qoth, price 6f . 

WALLBR (Rev. C. B.) 
The Apocalypse, Reviewed 

under the Light of the Doctrine of 
the Unfolding A^ and the Resti- 
tution of all Things. Demy Svo. 
CloUi, price zaf . 

WALTBRS (Sophia Lydia). 

The Brook: A Poem. Small 
crown Sva Qoth, price 3X. 6d, 

A Dreamer's Sketch Book. 

With Twenty-one Illustrations by 
Percival Skelton, R. P. Leitch, 
W. H. J. Boot, and T. R. Pritchett. 
Engraved by J. D. Cooper. Fcap. 
4to. Qoth, pnce Z2f. 6d. 

WARTENSLBBBN (Count H. 
von). 

The Operations of the 
South Army in January and 
Februai^, 1871. Compiled from 
the Official War Documents of the 
Head-quarters of the Southern Army. 
Translated by Colonel C H. von 
Wright. WiUi Maps. Demy Sva 
Qou, price 6s, 

The Operations of the 
Firat Army under Qen. von 
Manteuffel. Trandated by (Colonel 
C H. von Wright Uniform with 
tiie above. Demy Svo. Qoth,prioe g«. 

WATBRFIBLD, W. 

Hsrmns for Holy Days and 

Seaaons. 32mo. Qoth, price zx. 61/. 

WATSON (WilUam). 

The Prince's Quest and 
o\YieT Poetam. CtawGL%<t<:>. Cloth, 
pncess* 
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WATSON Sir Thomai), Bart., 
U.D. 

The Abolition of Zymotic 

DIhbmb, uid of other ninjiii cne- 
uiH of Manldnd. Smill qpn Bm. 
doth, price V. Sd, 

WAY (A.), U.A. 
The Odea of Horace Lite- 
nUrTruKlatadioHctra. Fcap. 
Svo. Clolli, price u. 

WBB8TBK (AupiBU). 
Disguises. A Drama. Small 
crown Ivo. Cloth, price }i. 

WBDHORB (Frederick). 

The Masters of Oenre 

Ctmmtn. Oath, price 71. 6d 
WELLS tCapt. John CJ, R.N. 
Spitzb ergen— The Oat e way 
to the Polynia: or, A Vorage to 
SpubarEen. VTuh nameraiu II. 
InitJBriDiu bv Wbymper BAd odiva, 
■nd M^i. Maw ud Cheaper Edk 
tioL Inny Sto. doth, price 61. 



WBTUORB(W. 8A 
Commercial Tele^phic 
Cod*. Second E^tion. Fat 4I0. 
Bowrdt. [aica ui. 

WHITAKBR (Flor«DC(). 

Christy's Inheritance. A 

LmidoD Story. Illautated. Royal 
ifiino. doth, price it, id. 
WHITE (A. D.), LUD. 
Warfare of Science. With 
VrOuarY Notehy Pmfeaor TyndalL 
S«ond Edilioo. Cnmtvo. Clotta, 

WHITNEY (Prof. W. D,) 

EssentialB of English 

Qntntn «[ for the Uae of School!. 

Crown Svo- Cloth, price jf. £a. 
WICKHAM (Capt. i;. H., R.A.) 
Influeocc of Firearms upon 
TacticB : Historical and Critical 
InvadEatiDiis. By an Offickr or 
Surauos Ramie Hn the Germu 
Army). Traxulued by Captain E. 
H. Widchui, R.A. Demy Bio. 



WICKBTBED (P. H.X 

Dante : Six Sennont. Crown 

Bvo. Cloth, price ^. 
WILLIAUS (RowUnd), D.D. 

Life and Letters of, with Ez- 

Imcli from hii Hou-Boolti. Edited 
by Mn. Rowland WUlwM. WUh 
a Pbotognphic Portrait, a T6la. 
lAits poM 8to. Cloth, ivica 14*. 

Stray Tbonghta iirom th« 

Note-Booka of the Late Row- 
land WitUaini, D.D. Edited by 

his Widow. Crows 8ra. Clolb, 

Psalm a, Litanies, Coun. 
■ela and Collecta for Devont 
Pcraona. Edited b; hit ^utnw. 
New and PopnUi Sditloa. Oown 
Bto. Oath, price 31. tA 
WILLIS (R.], M.D. 

Serretus and Calvin 1 a 

Study of an Impotanl Epoch In the 
Early Histoty of the Refoimalioii. 
Bvo. Cloth, price i(f . 

WiUlam Harvey. A History 

of the Dlicoveiy of the Clrcnla- 
tlon of tbe Blood. WithaPonrait 
of Harvey, Hfter ruthome. Demy 
Bvo. Qoui, price 14J. 
WILLOUQHBY(ThsHan.llia.). 

On the North Wind — 

Thlitledowa. A Volume of Poemi. 
Elenntly bonnd. Small crom Bvo. 
OoQi, prue 7*. 6d. 

WILSON (H. Bcbau). 

The Tower and Scaffold.'. 

A MiniAtute Monograph. Lwga \ 
leap. Bvo. Price H. \ 

Within Sound of the Sea. 
By the Anthor of "Blue Roki," 
"Vera," &x. Third Edition. 3 loU 
Oiiwn Svo. Cloth, £ilt tops, price 



VoL with froDtlipicce. CiWa Bvo. 
aoth, price «i. 

W01N0VIT8 (Capt I.], 
Austrian Cavals^ Efiiet^^tAb. 



$2 A Lbt of C. Kegan Paul &* Co!s PubltcaHons. 



WOLLSTONBCRAPT (M arv). 
Letters to Imlay. With a 

Preparatory Memoir by^ C. Kegan 
Paul, and two Portraits in eaufortt 
by Anna Lea Merritt. Crown 8vo. 
Qodi, price 6f. 

WOLTMANN (Dr. Alfred), and 
WOBRMANN(Dr. Karl). 
History of Painting in An- 
tiquity and the Middle Ages. 
Edited br Sidney Colvin. With nu- 
merous illustrations. Medium 8vo. 
Qodi, price aSf. ; cloth, bevelled 
boards, gilt leaves, price 3or. 

WOOD (Mi^or-Oeneral J. Creigh- 
ton). 

Doubling the Consonant. 

Small crown 8va Qoth, price ii. (td, 

WOODS names Chapman). 
A Child of the People, 

and other poems. Small crown 8vo. 
Qoth, price sx. 

Word was made Flesh. 

Short Family Readings on the 
Epistles for each Sunday of the 
Christian Year. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price lof . 6eL 

WRIQHT (Rev. David), M.A. 

Waiting for the Light, and 
other Sermons. Grown 8va Qoth, 
price 6f. 



TOUMANS (Elian A.). 

An Essay on the Culture 
of the Observing Powers of 
Children, especially in connection 
with the Study of Botany. Edited, 
with Notes and a Supplement, by 
Joseph Pajnie, F.CP., Author of 
" Lectures on the Sdence and Art of 
EducatioQ," &C. Crown 8va Qoth, 
price 3«. tcL 

First Book of Botany. 

Derigned to Cultivate the Observing 
Powers of Children. With 300 EUi- 
^vings. New and Cheaper Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Qoth, price v. 6d. 

YOUMANS (Edward L.), M.D. 
A Class Book of Chemistry, 

on the Basis cX the New Sirstem.. 
"With. 900 Illustrations. Crown 8va 
Cloth, price ss, 

YOUNQ (William). 

Qottlob, etcetera. Small 
crown 8va Cloth, price 3^ . 6d, 

ZIMMERN (H.). 

Stories in Precious Stones. 

With Six Illnstratioos. Third Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Qoth, price 5X. 



London;— C. Kegan Paul & Co., i, ^Kxisiu^f^^Tv^^iiQ^ia^ 



*■ 



^ 



